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INTRODUCTION 





DutitNa the winter of the year 1853 an English author and his 
^two daughters were staying I^me, at a house called the 
Palazzo Poniatowski. His imme was William ]\|,akepeaee 
Thackeray, but many of |^s books, including The Rose aylS^the 
Ring, were written under the pen-name of ‘ Michael Angelo 
Titmarsh,’ which he used in the same way that his gi’eat rival, 
Charles Dickens, used the name of ‘ Boz.’* He had just 
returned from a lecturing-tour in America, and it was in quest, 
of fresh ideas for his half -written ‘ grown-up ’ novel. The New- 
^ comes, th|},t he went to Italy. lie^teok his young daughters, 
the elder of whom was then sixteen and the younger thirteen 
years of ag^, because, as he himself said, he ‘hadn’t the courage’ 
to leave them behind. 

There was nyich to amuse the two girls in Rome. Among 
their fatl^r’s English friends in the Eternal City were several 
who had children of their ^wn. And Anne Thackeray 
^ remembered long afterwards how good the cream tarts used 
to taste that were made by#the brothers Spillman, ‘ two »f % 
the best pastry-cooks in Christendom,’ who occupied the 
ground flogr of the Palazzo Poniatowski. ^ • 

^ When Christmas came, however, it brought with it no 
«pantoi»ime, no magic lantern, and none of the funny coloured 
cards with images of kings and queens, warriors and ladies, 
once k|^own in England as ‘ Twelfth Mght characters.’ With-^ 
out these familar Christmas deligh'jj^ Ann(i and her sister felt 
quite forlorn. But the|r father could us^his favourite gold 
pen to draw pictures as welj as to write stories. So they per- 
suaded him, without much difficulty, to draw them a new and 
original set of ^Twelfth Night cards for a party whi#h they gave 
to their little English irien<^j; at the Palazzo P<I5hiatow3ki early • 
in the New Year. ^ • 
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‘ My father,’ wrote Anne, many years later, ‘ drew the King 
for us, the Queen, Prince Giglio, Madam Gruifanuff. The 
little painted figures remained l3dng on th^ table after the • 
children were gone, and as he came up and loolied at them, '"he 
began placing them in order, and making a story to fit |hem. « 
Then the gold pen began writing down the history of this 
fairy court.’ • •• 

Two of Thackeray’s friends Rome, Mr. and Mrs. Stores, 
were very anxious at that tim about their small daughter, 
who^ was"" convalescing from a severe illness. The q^uaint 
illustrations of The Bose and the Bin^ used to be sent over in 
batches to amuse her, as she lay in bed; Sometimes the 
author-artist, a 'Striking personage, owing to his great height 
and his mop of silver curls, would take the pictures to her 
himself, and tell her little bits of the story as they looked at • 
them together. Two mq^wQ later his own daughters fell ill * 
at Naples, and they, too, woTe cheered along the road to 
recovery by Giglio, and Bulbo, and the Gruffanuffs. • ‘ Luckily,’ 
the worried father wrote, ‘ I have a nonsensical fairy-tale wit^ 
pjctures to amuse me . . . and I have been writing and drawing 
that. The more serious Newcomes it was impossibly to do.’ 

In the Prelude to the, first edition of this ‘ Fireside Panto- 
mime’ the writer tell^ us how his ‘juvenile audience was 
^ amused by the adventures of G%lio and Bulbo, Rosalba and 
Angelica. I am bound to say,’ he adds, ‘ that the fate of the 
^Hall Porter created a considerable sensation, and the wrath 
of the Countess Gruff anuff was received with extreme pleasure.’ 

We do not learn from the book itself what was the final fatet 
of that most unamiable pair, Mr. and Mrs. Grufianuff. But ""m 
in a letter to a friend, written three years later, Thackeray 
^enclosed a rough gketch^representing a tatt«!yed old "^dame, 
with a short pipe in her mouth, sitting on a donkey-cart laden 
with washing, wjiile an equally ^iattered old man staggers with 
a hamper towards the area steps where a fat cook in a huge, 
frilly cap is waiting for him. Beneath the sketch is written : 

(^ "^llelancholy end of JenJein^and Mrs. Gruff aiiuff, • * 

^She tak^Hn washing f and he carries the basket* 



. THE ROSE AND THE RING 


snows HOW THE 1?OYAL FAMILY SATE * 
DOWN TO BREAKFAST 

'Shis is Valoroso XXIY., Kmg*of Pafiagonia, seated with 
his Queen and only child at their' royal breakfast-tahle, 
and receiving the letter which announces to His Majesty, 
a proposed vifit from Prince Bplho, <heir of Padella, 
reigning King of Crint Tarjj^ry. Remark the delight 
upon the monarch’s royal features. He is so absorbed in 
the perusal of^the King of Grim Tartary’s letter, that he 
allows his eggs to get cold, ^nd leaves his atrgust nruffins 
untasted.'. ■. . ■ " 


2 ROYAL FOLKS AT B^EAKFASf TIME 

‘ What ! that wicked^ brav^ delightful Prince Bulbo ! ’ 
cries Princess Angelica ; ‘ so handsome, so accomplisheif, 
so witty — the conqueror of Bimbomb^mento, whSre he 
slew ten thousand giants ! ’ • 

^ Who told you of him, my dear ? ^ asks His Majesty, • 
‘ A little bird.,’ says Angelica. ^ #, 

‘ Poor Giglio ! ’ says mamm'h, pouring out the tea. , 

% ^othgr Giglio ! ’ cries*Ai^elica, tossing up her head,* 
whicii rustled with a thousand cij^l-papers. • 

‘ I wish,’ growls the King — ‘ I wish Giglio was . . .’ 

‘ Was better^ Yes, dear, he is better,’ says the Queen. 

‘ Angelica’s little maid, Betsinda, told me so when she 
came to my room this morning with my early tea.’ • 
‘ You are always drii^SSg tea,’ said the monarch, with 
a scowl. ^ 

' It is better than drinking port or brandy and water,’ 
replies Her Majesty. 

‘ Well, well, my dear, I only said you^ were fond of 
drinking tea,’ said the Kin^f Paflagonia, with an effort 
as if to command hie temper. ‘ Angelica ! I hope you ^ 
" h^ve plenty of new dresses ; ^our milliner’s bills are long 
^enough. My dear Queen, you must see and have some 
parties. I prefer dinners, but of course you C7ill be for 
balls. Your everlasting blue velvet quite tires me : and^ 
my love, I should like you to have a new necklace. * Order 
^one. Not more than a hundred or a hundred aijd fifty 
thousand pound^’ ^ 

‘ And Giglio, dear ? ’ saysp^the Queen. 

‘ Giglio MAY GO TO THE— •’ 


‘ Oh, sW screams Her Majesty. ‘ Your pwn nephew ! 
" our late Kind's only son.’ ^ , « « 

‘ Giglio may go to the tailor’s, and order the bills to 
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AWFUL CONSEQUENCE OF CBIME ! 3 

» 9 ■ 

be sent in to Gliimboso ^to pay. Confound bim ! I 
mean bless bis dear heart. He need want for nothing ; 

' give him a coupie*of guineas for pocket-money, my dear ; 

and you may ^s well order yourself bracelets while you 
* a»e about the necklace, Mrs. V.’ 

Her Majesty, or Mrs, F., as the monarch facetiously 
called her (for even royalty^will have its sport, and this 
august family were very mdch attached), embr^ceOier 
husbtod, and, twining her arm round her daughter’s 
waist, they quitted the breakfast-room in order to make 
ail things ready for the princely stranger.* 

When they were gone, the smile that had lighted up 
•the eyes of the husband dJid. father fled — the pride of the 
King fle^ — the man was alon^ Had I the pen of a 
G. P. K. James, I would de^ribe Valoroso’s torments in 
the choicest language ; in which I would also depict his 
flashing eye, his distended nostril — his dressing-gown, 
pocket-handk&chief, and boots. But I need not say 
I have not the pen of that novelist ; suffice to say, Valoroso 
« was alone. • 

He rushed to the cupbo^d, seizing from the table ofle>^ 
of the many egg-cups with which Ms princely board was ^ 
served foi* the matin meal, drew out a bottle of right 
Hantz^ or Cognac, filled and"* emptied the cup several 
times, and laid it down with a hoarse ‘ Ha, ha, ha ! now 
V^oro^o is a man again ! ’ 

‘ But oh ! ’ & went on (still sipfing, I^m sorry to say), 

‘ ere I was a King, I ne(^ed niit this intoxicating draught ; 
once I deteste'H the hot brandy wine, and quaffed no other 
. fount but nature’s rill. It dashes not more qjiickly o’er 
•fche* rocks than I did, as,<pwith blunderbtiSs in htod, I • 
brushed away the early morning dew, and shgt tie 
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4 AH, I F|3AR, 

t t ' 

partridge, snipe, or antlered ! well may Eng- 

land’s dramatist remark, “ Uneasy lies the head that 
wears a crown ! ” Why did I steal fey nephew^s, my • 

young Giglio’s ? Steal ! said I ?f' no, no, no, 

not steal, not steal. Let me withdraw that ddious^ 
expression. I took, and on my manly h^ad I set, i-he 
royal crown of Pafiagonia ; I took, and with my roys^I 
a»^I wield, the sceptral rod' of Pafiagonia ; I took, and 
in niy outstretched hand I hold^the royal orb of Pafia- 
gonia ! Could a poor boy, a snivelling, drivelling boy — 
was in his nurs^i’s arms but yesterday, and cried for sugar 
plums and puled for pap — bear up the awful weight of 
crown, orb, sceptre ! gird on the sword my royal fathers ^ 
wore, and meet in fighli^Re tough Crimean foe % ’ 

And then the monarch ^^nt on to argue in his own 
mind (though we need not say that blank verse is not 
argument) that what he had got it was his duty to kee|>, 
and that, if at one time he had entertaified ideas of a 
certain restitution, which ^11 be nameless, the prospect 
by a certain marriaffe of uniting two crowns and two , 
n’htions which had been engaffed in bloody and expensive 
^ wars, as the Paflagonians and the Crimeans had been, ■ 
put the idea of Giglio’s restoration to the thi^ne out of 
the question : nay, were iis own brother, King Savid^ 
alive, he would certainly will away the crown from his 
^,,own son in order to bring about such a desirable qnioij. 

Thus easily we deceive ourselves !*" Thus do we 
fancy what we wish is righi; ! The King took courage, 
read the papers, finished his muffins and e%gs, and rang 
the bell fqjr his Prime Minister. The Queen, after think- 
ing whether '^he should go up and see Giglio, who Jiad'^ 
been ^ck, thought ‘ Not now. Business first ; pleasure 
'■ ■■ 


KING OLOROSO, 
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afterwards. I will go and dear Giglio this afternoon ; 
and now I will drive to the jeweller’s, to look for the 
necklace and bracelets.’. The Princess went up into her 
own room, and. made Betsinda, her maid, bring out 
*all' he? dresses ; and as for Giglio, they forgot him as 
mugh as I forget what I had for dinner last Tuesday 
twelvemonth. 

♦ ? • ' 
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HOW KING VALOROSO GOT THE GROWN, 
AND PRINCE GIGLIO WENT WITHOUT 

Paflagonia, ten or twenty thousand years ago, appears*^ 
to have been one of <!i8Sse kingdoms where tlje laws of 
succession were not settled^ for when King Savio died, 
leaving his brother Regent of the kingdom, and guardian 
of Savio’s orphan infant, this unfaithful Regent took no 
sort of regard of the late monarch’s will; had himself 
proclaimed sovereign of^i^fiagonia under the title of 
King Valoroso XX W., had a most splendid coronation,, 
S,nd ordered all the nobles %i the kingdom to pay him 
homage. So long as Valoroso gave them plenty of balls 
at Court, plenty of money and lucrative placei?, the Pafla- 
gonian nobility did not cmre who was king ; and as fQr 
the people, in those early times, they were equally 
indifferent. The Prince Giglio, by reason of hi^ tender 
age at his royaljfathex^ death, did not feel the loss of his 
crown and empire. As loaig as^he had plenty of toys 
and sweetmeats, a holiday five times a weik, and a horse 
and gun to go out shooting when he grew a little older, 
andf ^bove til, the company; of bis darling cousin;- the 
King^ only child, poor Giglio was perfectly contented ; 




• IS BUT SO SO ! 
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■ ^ ^ 
nor did he envy Ms uncl^ the royal robes and sceptre, 

Ihe great hot uncomfortable throne of state, and the 

• enormous cumbersome crown in which that monarch 

appeared iiom morning till night. King Yaloroso’s 

• portrait has been left to us ; and I think you will agree 
wi|)t nie that^he must have been sometimes rather tired 
Qi his velvet, ahd his diamonds, and his ermine, and his 

‘grandeur. I shouldn’t like zo iit in that stifling robe mth 
such*a thing as that oi^ my head. • 

No doubt, the Queen must have been lovely in her 
youth ; for though she grew rather stout jin after life, yet 
her features, as shown in her portrait, are certainly 

• fleasing. If she was fond of flattery, scandal, cards, and 
• fine clothes, let us deal gently her infirmities, which, 

after all, may be no greater^han our own. She was kind 

• to her nephew ; and if she had any scruples of con- 

* science about her husband’s taking the young Prince’s 
crown, consdled herself by thinking that the Kin^, 
though a usurper, was a m(^ respectable man, and that 
at his death Prince Giglio would be^ estored to his throne, 
and share it with his cousSa, whom he loved so fondly? ^ 

The Prime Minister was Glumboso, an old statesman, 
who mos# cheerfully swore fidelity to King Valoroso, and 
dn whose hands the monarch left all the affairs of his 
mm: kingdom. All Yaloroso wanted was plenty of money, 
plentj of hunting, plenty of flattery, and as little trouble 
as possible. *As long as he had#his sgort, this monarch 
cared little how his people paid for it : he engaged in 
some wars, ^nd of couffee the Paflagonfan newspapers 
announced tfla-t he had gained prodigious victories ; he 
* had statues erected ^o hii^self in every cit3^of the eijipire 
and of course his pictures placed every wBere, and in* all 
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8 HERE BEHOLD THE.MONARCH SIT, 

the print-shops : he was V^loroso ^he Magnanimous, 
Valoroso the Victorious, Valoroso the Great, and so forth! 
— for even in these early early times cohistiers and people 
knew how to flatter. , 

This royal pair had one only child, the Princess Angelica, ^ 



^ who, you may b» suren was a paragon in the courtiers’ 
eyes, in her parents’, and ii^her mm. It was said she 
^ had the longesf hair, the largest'eyes, the slimmest waist, 
the smallest foot, and the most lovely comp{,exion of any 
y , . ^young. iady in«the Paflagonian^domi)iions. Her accom- 

pliShments wefe announced to be even superior to her 
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WITH HEK B^JESTY OPPOSITE 
• i 

beauty ; and go veicnesses^ised to sbame tbeir idle pupils 
by telling them what Princess Angelica could do* She 
• could play th^ haost difficult pieces of music at sight. * 
She could ansi^^er any one of MangnalVs Questions, She^ 
knew every date in the history of Paflagonia, and every 



• • 

other country. She knew French, English, Italian, 
German, Spanish, Hebrew, ^reek, Latin, Cappadocian, 
SamothraciaiT, AEgean, a*nd Grim Tartar! In a word, 
she was a most accomplished young creature,; and her ^ 
•gowerness and lady-yi-waj^ting was the sd^ere CcTuiintess • • 
Gruffanuff. * • 
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10 HOW THE MONAEOH BlfLED HIS NATION 
f . « 

Would you not fancy, from tfeis pictiire, that Grufiannff 
must have been a person of the highest birth ? She looks*^ 
so haughty that I should have thought htr a Princess at ^ 
the very least, with a pedigree reaching as for back as the 


•- 











X)eluge, But this lady was no better born than^many 
other ladies who^ive lihemselves airs; aM all sensible 
people laughed at her absui;d pretensions. The fact is, 
she had been*' maid-servant tb the Que^ when her 
Majesty was only Princess, and her husband had been 
" head lootman*^; but after his ^eath^or disappearance f ot - 
wlfich you shall hear presently, this Mrs, Grufianufi, by 



GEUFFANUFF, A:Si[D WHAT HER STATION 11 
• ' . ^ 

^flattering, toadying, and# wheedling her royal mistress, 
became a favourite with the Queen (who was rather a 
’%eak woman), •and her Majesty gave her a title, and made 
her nursery governess to the Princess. 

J&id now I must tell you about the Princess’s learning 
and accomplishments, for which she had such a wonderful 
^•character. Clever Angelic^ certainly was, but as idle as 
possible. Play at sight, indeed ! she could p]e,y op# or 
two* pieces, and prelpid that she had never seen them 
before; she could answer half a dozen MangnalVs 
Questions ; but then you must take care to ask the right 
ones. As for her languages, she had masters in plenty, 
blit I doubt whether she knew more than a few phrases 
in eacl% for all her preten^ ;^*^d as for her embroidery 
and her drawing, she showed beautiful specimens, it is 
true, but who did them ? 

This obliges me to tell the truth, and to do so I must 

in 

go bac^ ever so far, and tell you about the Faiky 
Blackstick. ^ 


12 BEWARE OP PRIDE WITHOUT A* CAUSE 


TELLS WHO THE FAIRY BLACKSTICK WAS, 
AND WHO WERE EVER SO MANY GRAND 
PERSONAGES BESIDES 

Between the kingdoms «lflPaflagonia and Grim T^rtary, 
there lived a mysterious per^nage, who was known in 
those countries as the Fairy Blackstick, from the ebony 
wand or crutch which she carried ; on which she rode to 
the moon sometimes, or upon other excursion^ of business 
or pleasure, and with which'feSje performed her wonders. 

When she was youngj and had been first taught the art 
Cf conjuring by the necromarteer, her father, she was 
always practising her skiU, whizzing about from one 
kingdom to another upon her black stick, and c(ftiferring 
her fairy favours upon this Prince or that. She had ; 
scores of royal godchildren ; turned numberless wfcked 
pgople into beasts, birds, millstones, clocks, pumps, boot- 
^ jacks, umbrellas, oTOthenabsurd shapes ; add, in a word'', 
was one of the most active §,nd officious of the whole 
College of fairie^ • • 

But after j;wo or three thousand years of this sport, I 
suppose .Blackatick grew tired ^of it^ Or perhaps she 
tboifght,_‘ What^good am I doing by sending this Princess 
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to sleep for a hundred yeajs ? by fixing a black pudding 
on to that booby’s nose ? by causing diamonds and pearls 
to drop from oi^little girl’s mouth, and vipers and toads 
from another’^ 1 I begin to think I do as much harm 

* as g(SK)d by my performances. I might as well shut my 

inc%ntations up, and allow things to take their natural 
^ourse. • 

* ‘ There were my two young goddaughters, King Sa-^’s 
wife^ and Duke Padilla’s wife, I gave them eJfm a 
present, which was to render them charming in the eyes 
of their husbands, and secure the affgction of those 
gentlemen as long as they lived. What good did my 

► Rose and my Ring do these two women ? None on earth. 
From having all their whims iilSi^^ged by their husbands, 
they became capricious, lizy, ill-humoured, absurdly 
vain, and leered and languished, and fancied theniselves 
irresistibly beautiful, when they were really quite, old 
and hideousf the ridiculous creatures ! They usM 
actually* to patronise me wl^^I went to pay them a visit 
— me, the Fairy Blackstick, who knows all the wisdom of 
the necromancers, and wh» could have turned them into • 
baboons, and all their diamonds into strings of onions, 
by a single wave of my rod ! ’ So she locked up her* 
books in her cupboard, deciined further magical per- 
formances, and scarcely used her wand at all except as a 
cane to walk about with. 

• * * 

So when Difke Padella’s lady h^d a little son (the Duke 

was at that time onl}* one of the principal noblemen in 
Grim Tartary), Blackstick, although invitid to the chris- 
tening, would not so much as attend ; but merely sent 
hei; compliments and a silver papboat 4or thet^baby,^ 
which was really not worih a couple of giSineas. Ab§ut 
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14 FAIRY BOSES, FAIRY BINGS’, 

the same time the Queen of J^aflagojiia presented His 
Majesty with a son and heir ; and guns were fired, the^ 
• capital illuminated, and no end of feasts ordained to 
celebrate the young Prince’s birth. It wa^ thought the 
fairy, who was asked to be his godmother, would at ieast 
have presented him with an invisible jacket, a fl;^ing 
horse, a Fortunatus’s purse, •or some other valuably 
toljen of her favour ; but instead, Blackstick went up to ^ 


the Cradle of the child Giglio, ^hen everybody •was 
admiring him and complimenting his royal papa and 
mamma, and sa^d, ‘ My poor child, ’the best thing I can 
send you is a little misfortune ^ ; and this was all she would 
utter, to the disgust of Giglio’s parents, who died very 
soon after, when Giglic^i^lincie took the throne^ as we 
read in Chapter I. i 

In like manner, when Cavolpioee, King of Grim Tar- 
tary, had a christening of his only child, Eos alb a, the 
Fairy Blackstick, who had been invited, '^as not more 
gracious than in Prince GigSS^^s case. Whilst ev&ybody 
was expatiating over the beauty of the darling child, and 
•congratulating its parents, th®* Fairy Blackstick looked 
very sadly at the baby and its mother, and said, ‘ My 
good woman (for the Fairy was very familiaifc and no 
more minded a Queen than^a washerwoman) — my good 
woman, these people who are following you will He the 
first to turn against you ; and as for this little lady, the 
best thing I can wi^sh h^ is a little misfortme.' So slie 
touched Rosalba with her bl|.ck viand, looked severely 
at the courtiefs, motioned th€ Queen an* adieu with 
her hand, and sailed slowly up into the air out of 
^indo^-f ^ ^ 

When she w^s gone, the Court people, who had been 




TURN OUT S(5mETIMBS, TROUBLESOME THINGS 15 

awed and silent in •her presence, began to speak. ‘ What 
an odious Fairy she is (they said) — a pretty Fairy, indeed ! 
i Why, she went to the King of Paflagonia’s christening, 
and pretended to do all sorts of things for that family ; 

• and •what has happened — the Prince, her godson, has 

beeji turned ^ofi his throne by his uncle. Would we 
^llow our sweet Princess tb^be deprived of her rights by 
^any enemy ? Never, never, never, never ! ’ ^ 

And they all should in a chorus, ‘ Never, ifiver, 
never, never ! ’ 

Now, I should like to know, and how did these fine 
courtiers show their fidelity ? One of King Cavolfiore’s 

• vassals, the Duke Padella just mentioned, rebelled 
against jihe King, who went ou>4o chastise his rebellious 
subject. ‘ Any one rebel a^inst our beloved and august 
Monarch!' cried the courtiers; ‘any one resist* 

Pooh ! He is invincible, irresistible. He will bring 
home Padella* a prisoner, and tie him to a donkey’s tail, 
and drive him round the toif*n, saying, “ This is the way 
the Great Cavolfiore treats rebels.”*’ 

The King went forth iS vanquish Padella ; and the * 
poor Queen, who was a very timid, anxious creature, 
grew so frfghtened and ill, that I am sorry to say she died ; 
^leaving injunctions with her* ladies to take care of the 
dear fittle Eosalba. — Of course they said they would. 
Of course they vowed they would die rather than any 
harm should happen to the Prirwess. •At first the Onm 
Tmiar Court Journal iftated^that the King was obtaining 
great victories over the* audacious rebel*: then it was 
announced that the troops of the infamous P|bdella were 
in light : then it wa§ said^that the royal aiSny would soon i 
come up with the enemy, and then — then Ijhe news catne 


16 FLATTERING COURTIERg MAKE POOR MARTYRS 

that King Cavolfiore was vaivquislied? and slain by His 
Majesty, King Padella the First ! 

At this news, half the courtiers ran*of! to pay their 
duty to the conquering chief, and the other ^lalf ran away, 
laying hands on all the best articles in the palace ;• and * 
poor little Kosalba was left there quite alone— quite al^ne ; 


. # 





and she toddled from one room to another, crying ‘ Coun- 
"tess ! Duchess ! ’ (only she said ' Tountess, Duttess,’ not 
being able to speak plain) bring me my mutton sop ; ^ 
my Royal Highness hungry ! Tountess ! Duttess ! ' 
And she went from the private apartments into the 
throne-room and mobody was there and thence into 
the ball-room and nobody was th€»re and thence into 
the pages Vroonff and nobody waS^ there and she toddled 

down the great staircase into the hall and nobody was 
^there t-r-and the door was open, and she went into the 
court, and into the garden, and thence into the wilderness, 
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and thence into the forest where the wild beasts live, and 
was never heard of any more ! 

• 

A piece of her torn mantle and one of her shoes were 
* found in the wood in the mouths of two lionesses’ cubs, 
whom King 5^della and a royal hunting party shot — 
k>T he was King now, and^rei^ned over Grim Tartary. 
^ So the poor little Princess is done for,’ said h^; ‘ ^^1, 
what^^ done can’t be j^elped. Gentlemen, let us go to 
luncheon ! ’ And one of the courtiers took up the shoe 
and put it in his pocket. And there was an end of 
Rosalba ! 
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HOW BLACKSTICK WASWOT ASKED fO 

THE PEINCESS ANGELICA’S CHRISTENING 

*» 

When the Princess Angelica was born, her parents not 
only did not ask the Fairy Blackstick to the christening 
party,, but gave orders ^ their porter absolutely |o refuse 
her if she called. This poi^er’s name was GrufiamiS, 
and he had been selected for the post by their Eoyal 
Highnesses because he was a very tall fierce man, who 
could say ' Not at home ’ to a tradesman or*an unwelcome 
visitor with a rudeness wliStyi frightened most such per- 
sons away. He was1;he husband of that Countess whose 
^ picture we have just seen, tnd as long as they were 
^ together they quarrelled from morning till night. Now 
this fellow tried his rudeness once too often, af you shall 
hear. For the Fairy Blackstick coming to call upon the 
Prince and Princess, who were actually sitting at the 
reopen drawing-room window, GrufianuS not only jdenied 
them, but made^he litost odious vulgar tign as he was 
going to slam the door in tl^p Faify’s face ! ‘ Git away, 
hold Blacksticic ! ’ said he. ‘ I1;ell you, Master and Missis 
ain’t at hpine to you ’ ; and he was, as we have said, 
going^to slam'^the door. ^ 

TBut the Fairy, v/ith her wand, prevented the door 


DON’T YOU fHINK SH^ SERVED HIM EIGHT ? 

being shut ; and Grufan^-ff came out again in a fury, 
swearing in the most abominable way, and asking the 
Fairy ‘ whether# She thought he was a going to stay at 
that there dooj hall day V 

’ ‘ Yf)u are going to stay at that door all day and all 

night, and for many a long year,’ the Fairy said, very 





majestically ; and Gruff anufi# coming out of the door, 
straddling before it with his great calves, burst out 
laughing, and cried ‘ Ha, ha, ha ! this a good un ! Ha ^ 
—Ih-— what’s 1?his ? Let me do^—O^-o— H’m ! ’ and* . 
then he was dumb. « 

For, as the«Fairy wav^ her wand ovef him; he felt 
himself rising off the ground, and fluttering^p against the 
door, and then, as if a screw ran into his stemach, felt * 
a dreadful pain there, and was pinned to the doo.r ; ai?d 
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then his arms flew up over his head and his legs, after 
writhing about wildly, twisted under his body ; and he 
felt cold, cold, growing over him, as ffche was turning 
into metal ; and he said, ‘ 0 — o — H’m ! Vand could say 
no more, because he was dumb. # / 

He was turned into metal ! He was, from l^eing 
brazen, brass I He was neifher more nor less than j. 
k^kerj And there he^was, nailed to the door in the 
blazing summer day, till he burned almost red-hot i and 
there he was, nailed to the door all the bitter winter 
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nights, till his brass nose was^ropping with icicles. And 
the postman came and rapped at him, and the vulgarest 
boy with a letter came and hit him up against the door. 
And the King and Queen ^Princess and Prince they were 
then) coming home from a walk that evening, the King 
. said, ' Hullo, my dear ! you have had a new knocker 
put on the door^ Why, it’s rather like otir porter in*the 
face! What has become ^of that boozy vagabond ? ’ 
And the housemaid came aifd scrubbed ♦his nose with 
sand-pap§rl and once, when the Princess Angelica’s 
littk sister w^s born, he was tied up in an old kid glove ; 
a5id... another night, some larhing young men tried to 
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pencil Mm o'ff, and put iim to the most excruciating 
agony with a turnscrew. And then the Queen had a 
fancy to have ^tfie colour of the door altered ; and the 
painters dabhed him over the mouth and eyes, and 
nearly choked him, as they painted him pea-green. 
I warrant he tad leisure to repent of having been rude to 
•the Fairy Blackstick ! 

As* for his wife, she^did not miss him ; and as he was 
always guzzling beer at the public-house, and notoriously 
quarrelling with his wife, and in debt to the tradesmen, it 
was supposed he had run away from all these evils, and 
* emigrated to Australia or America. And when the 
Prince ^.nd Princess chose to become King and Queen, 
they left their old house, ana nobody thought of the porter 
any more. • 
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HOW PRINCESS ANGELICA TOOK A 
LITTLE MAID 

0^15 day, when the Princess Angelica was quite a little 
girl, she was walking m the garden of the pal^^ce, with 
Mrs. Gruff anufi, the governess, holding a parasol over her 
head, to keep her sweet complexion from the freckles, 
and Angelica was carrying a bun, to feed the swans and 
ducks in the royal pond. ^ 

They had not reached the duck-pond, when there 
came toddling up to *them such a funny little girl ! She 
" had a great quantity of hair blowing about her chubby 
^ little cheeks, and looked as if she had not been washed 
or combed for ever so long. She wore a rag^d bit of a 
cloak, and had only one shoo' on. 

‘ You little wretch, who let you in here ? asked 
^Gruffanuff. 

‘ Div me datf bun,^ said the little girl, ‘ me vely 
hungy." ^ ^ « 

Hungry ! what is that ? ’ asked Princess Angelica, and 
gave the cjbiild the bun. 

r ‘ Qh, Princes ! ’ says Gruffapuff , ‘^how good, how kind, 
hdrw truly angelical you are! See, your Majesties,’ she 
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said to the King and Queen, who now came up, along with 
their nephew, Prince Giglio, ‘ how kind the Princess is ! 
She met this yi?fcle dirty wretch in the garden — I can’t 
tell how she .came in here, or why the guards did not 
shooi her dead at the gate 1—and the dear darling of a 
Pripcess has given her the whole of her bun ! ’ 

‘ I didn’t want it,’ said •Angelica. 

‘ But you are a darling littFe angel all the same,’ ^ys 
the governess. * m'" 

‘ Yes ; I know I %m,’ said Angelica. ‘ Dirty little 





girl, don’t you think I am very pretty ? ’ Indeed, she 
liad on the 4nest of little druses ^d hats ; and, as 
her hair was carefully curled, she really looked very 
ivell. • ^ • 

‘ Oh, pooty, pooty ! ’ says the little girl, capering about, 
laughing, and dancing, and munching hor blin and as 
she ate it she began toeing, ‘ Oh, what^ fun to haijie a 
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<r 

plum bun ! bow I wis it nev^-r was done ! ’ At wbicb, 
and her funny accent, Angelica, Giglio, and the King ancf 
Queen began to laugh very merrily. r 
‘ I can dance as well as sing,’ says the ^little girl. ‘ I " 
can dance, and I can sing, and I can do all sorts of -ting.’ 
And she ran to a flower-bed, and pulling a few polyan- 



thuses, rhododendrons, and other flowers, made iierself 
^ little wreath, and danced before the King and 
^ Queen so droll}^ andt prettily, that e'^erybody was 
delighted. r * 

‘Who 'was your mother— 'v^o were ycfar relations, 
little girl ? said the Queen. 

r Th^ Mttle gM said, ‘ Little li(jp wa^ my brudder ; great 
bi^'lione§s my {hudder ; never heard of any udder, ’ And 
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slie capered away on her ^ne shoe, and everybod}" was 
exceedingly diverted. 

So Angelica §gdd to the Queen, ‘ Mamma, my parrot 
flew away yesterday out of its cage, and I don’t care 
any more for any of my toys ; and I think this funny 
iittl§ dirty child will amuse me. I will take her home, 
^nd give her some of my oid frocks.’ 

• ‘ Oh, the generous darling ! ’•says Gruflanufl. ^ 

‘ Which I have worn ever so many times, and*am^uite 
tired of,’ Angelica weifb on ; ' and she shall be my little 
maid. Will you come home with nje, little dirty 
girl ? ’ 

► The child clapped her hands, and said, ‘ Go home with 


you — yes ! You pooty Princess ^ — Have a nice dinner, 


and wear a new dress ! 

And they all laughed again, and took home the c]jild to 
the palace, where, when she was washed and combed, 
and had one^f the Princess’s frocks given to her, slffe 
looked S,s handsome as Angelica, almost. Not that 
Angelica ever thought so ; for this little lady never 
imagined that anybody in#the world could be as pretty, • 
as good, or as clever as herself. In order that the little 
girl should, not become too proud and conceited, Mrs.^ 
Gruflanufl took her old ragg^ mantle and one shoe, and 
*put thbm into a glass box, with a card laid upon them, 
upon which was written, ‘ These were the old clothes in 
whichlittle Bbtsinda was found jrhen great goodness 
and admirable kindr^ss of her Eoyal Highness the 
Princess Angelica received this little outcast.’ .And the 
date was added, and the box locked up. 

For a while little Betsinda was a great favourite with ^ 
the Princess, and sSe daSced, and sang, ^nd made ter 
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little rhymes, to amuse hey mistress. But then the 
Princess got a monkey, and afterwards a little dog, and 
afterwards a doll, and did not care for Betsinda any more, 
who became very melancholy and quiet, ^.nd sang no 
more funny songs, because nobody cared to hear her. 
And then, as she grew older, she was made a little lady’s- 
maid to the Princess; and though she had no wages^ 
s]^^ worked and mended, and put Angelica’s hair M 
pap&s, and was never cross when scolded, and was 
always eager to please her mistress, and was always up 
early and to b^d late, and at hand when wanted, and in 
fact became a perfect little maid. So the two girls grew 
up, and, when the Princess came out, Betsinda was never r 
tired of waiting on h^^r ; and made her dresses better 
than the best milliner, and ^as useful in a hundred ways. 
Whilst the Princess was having her masters, Betsinda 
would sit and watch them ; and in this way she picked 
up a great deal of learning ; for she was '’always awake, 
though her mistress was^not, and listened to'^the wise 
professors when Angelica was yawning or thinking of the 
^ next ball. And when the daifeing-master came, Betsinda 
learned along with Angelica ; and when the music-master 
came, she watched Mm, and practised thee Princess’s 
pieces when Angelica wa» away at balls and parties ; 
and when the drawing-master came, she took note of all he 
^said and did ; and the same with French, Italian, and all 
other languages^— she dearned them from the teacher 
who came to Angelica. When th^ Princess was going out 
of an evening she would say,^‘ My good Betsinda, you 
may as well finish what I have begun.’ ‘ Yes, miss,’ 
r Betsynda woisld say, and sit down very cheerful, not 
whaf Angelica began, but to do it. 
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For instance, the Princess would, begin a head of a 
warrior, let us say, and when it was begun it was some- 
thing like this-^ * 





But when it was done, the warrior was like this- 



{only handsomer still if possible), and the Princess put 
her name to the drawing ;*and the Court and King and * 
Queen, and above all poor Giglio, admired the picture * 
of all thitigs, and said, ‘ Was there ever a genius like 
Angelica ? ’ So, I am sorry to say, was it with the 
Princess’s embroidery and other accomplishments ; and 
Angelica actually believed that she did these things* 
herself, and received all the flattei^ of till Court as if every , 
word of it was true. Thus she began to think that there 
was no youilg woman in* all the world equal to herself, 
and that no young man was good enough for h^r. As for 
Betsinda, as she heafd noj^e of these praises, she "^as not • 
puffed up by them, and being a most grateful* good- 
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natured girl, she was only tQo anxious to do everything 
which might give her mistress pleasure. Now you hegiii 
to perceive that Angelica had faults ^'ol her own, and 
was by no means such a wonder of wonders as people 
represented Her Royal Highness to be. ^ 
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IDLE TASTES LI^IE OTHEB PRINCES 


HOW PRINCE GIGLIO BEHAVED HIMSELF 

• 

And now let us speak about Prince Giglio, the nephew 
•of the reigning monarch of Paflagonia. It has already 
been staged, in page 6, that as kng as he had a smart 
coat to wear, a good horse to ride, and money in his pocket, 
or rather to take out of his pocket, for he was very good- 
natured, my young Prince did not care for the loss of 
his crown and sceptre, being a thoughtless youth, no* 
much inclined to politics or any kind of learning. So 
his tutor had a sinecure. Giglio would not learn classics 
or mathematics, and the l!ord Chancellor of Paflagonia, • 
' Squaretoso, pulled a very long face because the Prince 
could noif be got to study the Paflagonian laws and 
constitution ; but, on the other hand, the King’s game- 
keepers and huntsmen found the Prince an apt pupil ; 
the dancing-master pronounced that he was a most^ 
elegant and aSsiduous scholar ; •the Birst Lord of the 
Billiard Table gave the mgst flattering reports of the 
Prince’s skill*; so did th^ Groom of the Tennis Court ; 
and as for the Captain of the Guard and Fencing Master, 
the mliant and veteran (^ount Eutasofi* Hedzqi^f, he ^ 
avowed that since he ran th% General of IDrim Jartafy, 


I 


3b 


HOW HIS PRETTY COU^N 

f , 

the dreadful Grumbuskin, through tbe body, he neyer had 
encountered so expert a swordsman as Prince Giglio* 

I hope you do not imagine that therb -was any impro- 
priety in the Prince and Princess walking 4:ogether in the 
palace garden, and because Giglio kissed Angelica ’s*hand 
in a polite manner. In the first place they are cousins ; 
next, the Queen is walking in the garden too (you cannot 
s^her, for she happens to be behind that tree), and Her 



Majesty always wished that Angelica and Giglio should 
marry : so did Giglio : so did Angelica sometin^s, for she 
thought her cousin very Jiandsome, brave, and good-^ 
natured : but then you know she was so clever and knew 
so many things, and poor Giglio knew nothing, aiid had 
^ no conversation. «».Whe3i they looked at the stars,* what 
did Giglio know of the heavenly bodies ? Once, when 
on a sweet night in a balcony wliere they were standing, 

^ Angelica said, ‘ There is the Bear . ’ ‘ Where ? ’ says Giglio. 

^ Don’t, be afracd, Angelica ! if a dozen bears come, I will 
kill thein ratha: than they shalT hurt you.’ ‘ 0, you sill j 
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creature ! ’ says she ; ‘ you are very good, but you are 
not very wise.’ When they looked at the dowers, Giglio 
was utterly unac*quainted with botany, and bad never 
beard of Linnaeus, Wlien the butterflies passed, Giglio 
knew^iotbing about them, being as ignorant of entomo- 
logy .as I am gf algebra. So you see, Angelica, though 

she liked Giglio pretty welt, despised him on account of 

• • • 



his ignoratice. I think she probably valued her own * 
learning rather too much ; bij: to think too well of one’s 
self is 'the fault of people of all ages and both sexes. 
Finally, when nobody else was there, Angelica liked her^ 
cousin well en(?ugh. • # 

King Valor oso was 'wry djelicate in health, and withal 
so fond of go#d dinners (which were prepared for him by 
his French cook Mar mitonio), that it was supposed he 
could not live long. Now the idea of anytbing^happening ^ 
to the King struck *the artkih Prime Minister and the 
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designing old lady-in-waiting, witli terror. For, tlionght 
Glumboso and tlie Countess, ‘ when Prince Giglio marries 
his cousin and comes to the throne, wha^; a pretty position 
we shall be in, whom he dislikes, and who have always 
been unkind to him. We shall lose our places in a*i}rice ; 
Grufianuff will have to give up all th§ jewels, iaces, 
snu:S-boxes, rings, and watclies w'hich belonged to th^ 



Queen, Giglio’s mother ; und Glumboso will be forced tp 
refund two hundred and seventeen thousand millions 
. nine hundred and eighty-seven thousand four hundred 
and thirty-nine^5)0undfe, thirteen shilling*^, and sixpence 
halfpenny, money left to Pj:ince<}iglio by his poor dear 
father.’* So 'Che Lady of Honour and the Prime Minister 
hated Gigjio because they had done him a wrong ; and 
these'" unprincipled people jpvented a hundred cruel 
atories about'^poor Giglio, Sb. order to influence the King, 
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Queen, and Princess against Mm ; how he was so ignorant 
that he could not spell the commonest words, and 
actu|;lly wrote Valoroso Valloroso, and spelt Angelica 
with two Fs ; h«w he drank a great deal too much wine 
at dinffer, and was always idling in the stables with the 
grooms ; how h^ owed ever so much money at the pastry- 
cook’s and the haberdasher’s* how he used to go to sleep 
at church ; how he was fond of playing cards with tho 
pages. " So did the Queen like playing cards ; so did^the 
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King go to sleep at church, and eat and drink too much ; 
and, if Gigflo owed a trifle for tarts, who owed him two 
Mindred and seventeen thousatid millions nine hundred 
and eighty-seven thousand four hundred and thirty-nine 
pounds^ thirteen shillings, and sixpence halfpenny, I 
should like to Imow ? Detractof^ and^tale-bearers (in 
my humble opinion) had much better look at home. All 
this backbiting and slandering had eflect upon Princess 
Angelica, who began to look coldly on her co]jsin, then 
to laugh at him and ^corn Jiim for being so stupid,* then 
to sneer at him for having vulgar associates ; .and &Lt 
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Court balls, dinners, and so f®rth, to treat him so unkindly 
that poor Giglio became quite ill, took to his bed, and sent 
for the doctor. 

His Majesty King Valoroso, as we ha>e seen, had his 
own reasons for disliking his nephew ; and as for those 
innocent readers who ask why ?--I beg (with the p'Srmis- 
sion of their dear parents) to refer them to Shakespeare^s 
pages, ;where they will read why King John disliked 




Prince Arthur. With the Queen, his royal but weak- 
minded aunt, when Giglio^was out of sight he was out of 
mind. While she had her whist and her evening parties, 
• she cared for little else. 

I dare say two^rvillmns, who shall be nameless, wished 
Doctor Pildrafto, the Court Physician, had killed Giglio 
right out, but he only bled and physicked Ifim so severely 
that the !grince was kept to his room for several months, 
and grew as thin as a post. ^ ^ 

Wlpkt he was lying sick in this way, there came to the 
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Court of Paflagonia a famous painter, whose name was 
Tomaso Lorenzo, and who was Painter in Ordinary to the ^ 
• King of Grim Tartary, Pafiagonia’s neighbour, Tomaso 
Lorenzo painted all the Court, who were delighted with 
his wo?ks ; for even Countess GruffanulS looked young 



and^ Glijmboso good-humoured in his pictures. ‘ He 
flatters very much,’ some people*^ said.^ ‘ Nay ! ’ says 
Princess Angelica, ‘ I ant above flattery, and I think he 
did not make •my picture handsome enough. 1 can’t 
bear to hear a man of genius unjustly cried do^, and I 


hope my dear papa wjll m|ke Lorenzo a iTnight of his • • 

OrriAr n'f rinmimKAT* ’ • * 
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The Princess Angelica, although the courtiers vowed 
Her Royal Highness could draw so beautifully that the 
idea of her taking lessons was absurd, yet chose to have 
Lorenzo for a teacher, and it was wonderful, as long as 
she painted in his studio, what beautiful pictures shli made ! 
Some of the performances were engraved for the Book 
of Beauty : others were^ sold for enormous sums at 
**0harity Bazaars. She wrote the signatures under the 
drawings, no doubt, but I think I know who did the 
pictures — this artful painter, who had come with other 
designs on Angelica than merely to teach her to draw. 

One day, Lorenzo showed the Princess a portrait of a 
young man in armour, with fair hair and the loveliest 
blue eyes, and an expression at once melancholy and 
interesting. • 

‘d)ear Signor Lorenzo, who is tins ? ’ asked the Princess, 

‘ I never saw any one so handsome,’ says Countess 
Grufianufi (the old humbug). 

^ That,’ said the painter, ‘ that, madam, is the portrait 
of my august young master, His Royal Highness Bulbo, 
Crown Prince of Crim Tat^ary, Duke of Acroceraunia, 
Marquis of Poluphloisboio, and Knight Grand Cross of 
the Order of the Pumpkin. That is the order of the 
Pumpkin glittering on his manly breast, and received by 
His Royal Highness from his august father, His Majesty 
King Padella I., for his gallantry at the battle of Rim- 
bombamento, ^hen He slew with his own princely hand 
the King of Ograria and two hundred and eleven giants 
of the'two hundred and eighteen who foBned the King’s 
bodyguard. The remainder were destroyed by the brave 
Crim Tartar army after an^obstinate combat, in which 
the C|;im Tartars suffered' severely.’ 
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What a Prince ! though# Angelica : so brave — so 
calm-looking — so young — what a hero ! 

• ‘ jj^le is as accomplished as he is brave,’ continued the 

Court Painter. • ‘ He knows all languages perfectly : 
sings deliciously: plays every instrument: composes 
operas* which ha*ve been acted a thousand nights running 


at the Imperial Theatre of Crim Tartary, and danced in 
a ballet Jbhere before the King and Queen ; in which he 
looked so beautiful, that his cousij?, thedfovely daughter 
of the King of Circassia, •died for love of him.’ 

‘ Why did l?e not marry the poor Princess ? * asked 
Angelica, with a sigh. ’ 

‘ Because they wete^rst cousins, madam, and the ci 
forbid these unions,’ said the* 
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the young Prince had given his royal heart else- 
ivhere.’ 

' And to whom ? ’ asked Her Royal Highness. 

‘ I am not at liberty to mention the princess’s name/ 
answered the Painter. 

‘ But you may tell me the first letter of it/ gasped out 
the Princess. 

'T'. 

e ‘ That your Royal Highness is at liberty to guess/ 
says Lorenzo. 

‘ Does it begin with a Z ? ’ asked Angelica. 

The Painter said it wasn’t a Z ; then she tried a Y ; 
then an X ; then a W, and went so backwards through 
almost the whole alphabet. 

When she came toJ3, and it wasn’t D, she grew very 
much excited ; when she came to C, and it wasn’t C, she 
was^ still more nervous; when she came to B, and it 
wasn't B, ‘ 0 dearest Grufianufi/ she said, ‘ lend me your 
smelling-bottle ! ’ and, hiding her head ifi the Countess’s 
shoulder, she faintly wliispered, ‘ Ah, Signor,^ can it be 
A?’ . 

‘ It was A ; and thouglif I may not, by my Royal 
Master’s orders, tell your Royal Highness the Princess’s 
name, whom he fondly, madly, devotedly, '"rapturously 
loves, I may show you hm portrait,’ says this slyboots : 
and leading the Princess up to a gilt frame, he drew a 
curtain which was before it. 

0 goodness !<:^.he frame contained a Looking-glass : 
and Angelica saw her own face h 
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HOW GIGLIO AND ANGELICA HAD* A^ 

(^UAEREL 

The Court Painter of His Majesty the King of Crim 
^Tartary returned to that monarch’s dominions, carrying 
away a number of sketches which he had made in the 
PaflagonTan capital (you kiow, of course, my dears, 
that the name of thati capital is Blombodinga) ; but the I 

most charming of all his pieces was a portrait of the « 

Princess Angelica, which all the Crim Tartar nobles came* 
to see. With this work the Kkig was so delighted, that * ! 

he decorated the painter with his Order of the Pumpkin 1 

(sixth class), and the artistj)ecame Sir Tomaso Lorenzo, • I 

K.P., thenceforth. ^ j 

King V^oroso also sent Sir Tomaso his Order of the '' ( 

Cucumber, besides a handsome order for money, for he [ 

painted the King, Queen, and principal nobility while at 
Blombodinga, and became all the fashion, to the perfect 
rage ofmll the artists in Paflagonig., wh^e the King used, 
to point to the portrait qi Prince Bulbo, which Sir Tomaso * 
had left behind him, ancLsay, ‘ Which anaong you can 
paint a picture like that V 


It hung in the royal parlour over the royal Sideboard, 
and Princess Angelica couM always look at it as she sat * * 
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making the tea. Each day ip seemed to grow handsomer 
and handsomer, and the Princess grew so fond of looking 
at it, that she would often spill the tea over the cloth, at r 
which her father and mother would winlj; and wag their 
heads, and say to each other, ‘ Aha ! we see how’ (things 
are going.’ 

In the meanwhile poor Giglio lay upstairs very siclf 
ip his chamber, though Be rook all the doctor’s horribl'e 
medficines like a good young lad ; as I hope yow do, my 
dears, when you are ill and mamifia sends for the medical 
man. And th^ only person who visited Giglio (besides 
his friend the captain of the guard, who was almost 
always busy or on parade), was little Betsinda the house-^ 
maid, who used to do jiis bedroom and sitting-room out, 
bring him his gruel, and wafm his bed. 

W^en the little housemaid came*to him in the morning 
and evening, Prince Giglio used to say, ‘ Betsinda, Bet- 
■Sinda, how is the Princess Angelica ? ’ » 

And Betsinda used to*answer, ' The Princess is very 
well, thank you, my Lord.’ And Giglio would heave a 
^ sigh, and think, if Angelica vjere sick, I am sure I should 
not be very well. 

Then Giglio would say, ‘ Betsinda, has the Princess 
Angelica asked for me to-day ? ’ And Betsinda would 
answer, Ho, my Lord, not to-day ’ j or, ' she was very 
busy practising the piano when I saw her ’ j or, ' she was 
writing invitati^s fog an evening party, and did not 
speak to me ’ ; or make somt excuse or other, not 
strictly rfjonsonant with truth? for Betsinda was such a 
good-natured creature, that she strove to do everything 
^ to preven’B annoyance to Prince Giglio, and even brought 
him up^roast'chicken and jelCes from the kitchen (when 
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LOVE T© FLIRT BESIDES PRINCESSES ^1 

• 

the Doctor allowed them, Giglm was getting better), 
saying, ‘ that the Princess had made the jelly, or 
^ the bread-sauce, with her own hands, on purpose for * 

Gi|lio/ 

When Giglio heard this he took heart and began to 
mend immediately ; and gobbled up all the jelly, and 
picked the last bone of the* chicken — drumsticks, merry- 
thought, sides’-bones, bacl:, “pope’s nose, and all— 
thanking his dear Angelica ; and he felt so muSh lietter 
the next day, that l?e dressed and went downstairs, 
where, whom should he meet but Angelic^, going into the 
drawing-room ? All the covers were off the chairs, 

, the chandeliers taken out of the bags, the damask cur- 
tains uncovered, the work and things carried away, and 
the handsomest albums on ^e tables. Angelica had her 
hair in papers : in % word, it was evident therg was 
going to be a party. 

‘ Heavens, Giglio ! ’ cries Angelica : ‘ you here in such 
a dress !• What a figure you ! ’ 

‘ Yes, dear Angelica, I am come downstairs, and feel 
so well to-day, thanks to f^ie/owZ and the jelly? # 

‘ What do I know about fowls and jellies, that you 
allude to ^lem in that rude way ? ’ says Angelica. “ 

‘ Why, didn’t — didn’t you send them, Angelica dear V 
says Giglio. 

‘I send them indeed ! Angelica dear ! Ho, Giglio 
d^r,’1feays she^ mocking, him, ‘ Z^was ^gaged in getting I 

the rooms ready for ^is Royal Highness the Prince of * 

Grim Tartar^, who is coming to pay my papa’s Court ? 
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OTHER FOLKS, AS WELL ASf=THEY, 

■ ‘Yes, the Prince ‘‘of Grim Tartary,’ says Angelica, 

|l ' mocking him. ‘ I dare say you never heard of such a 

^ country. What did you ever hear of ? You don’t 
knoAv whether Grim Tartary is on the Eed Sea or on the 
i Black Sea, I dare say.’ ‘ ^ 

i ' ‘ Yes, I do, it’s on the Eed Sea,’ says Giglio, at which 

the Princess burst out laughing at him, and said, ‘ Oh, 
you ninny ! You are so -igiforant, you are really not fit 
j . ; for society ! You know nothing but about horses and 

i. 'i-' dogs, and are only fit to dine in'^a mess-room with my 

Eoyal father’s ^heaviest dragoons. Don’t look so sur- 
’ prised at me, sir : go and put your best clothes on to 

I , ^ receive the Prince, and let me get the drawing-room ^ 

ready.’ ^ <3, JZ*?, 

j ' Giglio said, ‘ Oh, Angelic*;, Angelica, I didn’t tbinV 

this of you. This wasn’t your lan^age to me when you 
a gave me this ring, and I gave you mine in the garden, and 

you gave me that k — — ’ , " 

But what k was we never shall know, for Angelica, 
in a rage, cried, ‘ Get out, you saucy, rude creature ! 
pHow dare you to remind me jpf your rudeness ? As for 

■ your little trumpery twopenny ring, there, sir, there ! ’ 

' And she flung it out of the window. , 

‘ It was my mother’s marriage-ring,’ cried Giglio. 

! , ‘ 1 don’t care whose marriage-ring it was,’ cries' 

Angelica. ‘ Marry the person who picks it up if she’s a 
; .! woman you shan’t m^ry me. And giv« me baihk fny 

, ring. I ve no patience with peop}.e who boast about the 

■ things t^ey give away ! 1 know who’U giye me much 

finer things than you ever gave me. A beggarly ring 
indeed, not worth five shillings 1 ’ 

Now Angelica little knew, that the ring which Giglio 
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BLINDlY FLING GOOD LUCK AWAY 
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Lad given to Ler was a laj^ry ring? if a man wore it, it 
made all the women in love with him ; if a woman, all 
the gentlemen. The Queen, Giglio’s mother, quite an 
ordinarydookif g person, was admired immensely whilst 
she wiore this ring, and her husband was frantic when she 
was, ill. But when she called her little Giglio to her, 
^and put the ring on his finger, King Savio did not seem to 
"bare for his wife so much iixf more, but transferred all 
his love to little Giglio. So did everybody lofe him as 
long as he had the riifg ; but when, as quite a child, he 
gave it to Angelica, people began to Ipve and admire 
her; and Giglio, as the saying is, played only second 
• fiddle. 

‘"ITesJ ^^s Angelica, going on|n her foolish ungrateful 
way. ‘ I know who’ll giv5 me much finer things than 
your beggarly little ^pearl nonsense.’ ^ 

‘ Very good, miss ! You may take back your ring 
too ! ’ says Giglio, his eyes flashing fire at her, and thefi, 
as if hii eyes had been suddenly opened, he cried out, 
Ha ! what does this mean ? Is this the woman I have 
been in love with all my life ? Have I been such a ninny* 
as to throw away my regard upon you ? Why — actually 
— yes — y<¥u are a little crooked ! ’ 

‘ Oh, you wretch ! ’ cries Ajigelica. 

‘ And, upon my conscience, you-— you squint a little.’ 

‘ Eh ! ’ cries Angelica. 

A^d your4iair is red — and y<)u arg, marked with the 
smallpox — and what % you have three false teeth — and 
one leg shorter than the ^ther ! ’ • • 

‘ You brute, you brute, you ! ’ Angelica screamed out : 
and as she seized the ring with one hand, she Sealt Giglio 
one, two, three sniacks *on# the face, and would have 


ii FLOURISH TRUMPETS^! RATTlS DRUMS ! 

pulled the hair ofi his^ head h^d he not started laughing, 
and crying’ — 

' Oh dear me, Angelica, don’t pull out my hair, it 
hurts ! You might remove a great deal pf your own' as 
I perceive, without scissors or pulling at all. Oh, he, ho ! 
ha, ha, ha ! he, he, he ! ’ 

And he nearly choked himself with laughing, and she. 
with rage ; when, with a low bow, and dressed in his^ 
Court habit, Count Gambabella, the first lord-in- waiting, 
entered and said, ‘ Royal Highnesses ! Their Majesties 
expect you in the Pink Throne-room, where they await 
the arrival of the Prince of Crim Tartary.’ 
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boyA bulbo this way comes ! 


HOW GRUFF ANJJFF PICKED THE FAlJtY 
RING UP, AND PRINCE BULBO CAME 
TO COURT 

Prince Bulbo’s arrival had set all the Court in a flutter : 
everybq^dy was ordered to put hi^ or her best clothes on : 
the footmen had their gala liveries ; the Lord Chancellor 
his new wig ; the Guards their last new tunics ; and^Coun- 
tess Gruf anuf , you may be sure, was glad of an oppor- 
tunity of decorating Aer old person with her finest thing'^. 
She was walking through thelsourt of the Palace on her 
way to wait upon their Majesties, when she spied some- 
thing glittering on the p^ement, 'and bade the boy in» 
buttons who was holding up her train, to go and pick 
up the atticle shining yonder. He was an ugly little 
^wretch, in some of the late gr^iom-porter’s old clothes cut 
down, and much too tight for him ; and yet, when he 
had taken up the ring (as it* turned out to be), and was 
carrying it to* his mistress, she iiiougljt he looked like a 
little Cupid. He gav<» the ring to her ; it was a trumpery 
little thing •enough, buf too small for any ol her old 
knuckles, so she put it into her pocket. 

‘ Oh, mum ! ’ says the boy, looking at her, ^ how — how^ 
beyoutiful you do look, mufti, to-day, mum ! ’ 
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4b FRIENDS, IF WE WE^E PRINCES, TOO 

'‘And you, too, Jacky,’ sirs was going to say; but, 
looking down at Mm — no, he was no longer good-looking 
at all — but only the carroty-haired little Jacky of the 
morning. However, praise is welcome from the ugliest 
of men or boys, and Gruffanuff, bidding the boy hold up 
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her tram, walked «5n in 'high good-humour. The guards 
saluted her with peculiar respect.'" Captain HedzoS, in 
the ante-Soom, said, ‘ My dear madam, you''look like an 
angel to-day.’ ^ And so, bowing and smirking, Gruffanuff 
went in and took her place behind hpr Royal Master and 
Mistress,,- who were in the*^ throne-room, awaiting the 









48 DRUMS WOXJLD BEAT‘S 

f-' 

Prince of Grim Tartary. Princess Angelica sat at their 
feet, and behind the King’s chair stood Prince Giglio, 
looking very savage. 

The Prince of Grim Tartary made bis appearance, 
attended by Baron Sleibootz, his chamberlain^, and 
followed by a black page carrying the most beautiful 
crown you ever saw ! He ^^as dressed in his travelling 
costumcj, and his hair, as you see, was a little in disorder. 

‘ I ifave ridden three hundred miles since breakfast,’ 
said he, ' so eager was I to behold the Prin — the Court 
and august family of Paflagonia, and I could not wait 
one minute before appearing in your Majesties’ presences.’ 

Giglio, from behind the throne, burst out into a roar of " 
contemptuous laughteis; but all the Eoyal party, in fact, 
were so flurried, that they did not hear this little outbreak. 

‘ Your E. H, is welcome in any dress,’ says the King. 

^ Glumboso, a chair for His Eoyal Highness.’ 

‘ Any dress his Eoyal Highness wears is^d, Court dress,’ 
says Princess Angelica, smiling graciously, 

‘ Ah ! but you should see my other clothes,’ said the 
^ Prince, ‘ I should have had!’ them on, but that stupid 
carrier has not brought them. Who’s that laughing 1 ’ 

It was Giglio laughing. ‘ I was laughing,’ he said, 

^ because you said just now that you were in such a hurry 
to see the Princess, that you could not wait to change 
your dress ; and now you say you come in those clothes 
because you ha vfT no others.’ 

‘ And who are you ? ’ says PriiTce Bulbo, very fiercely. 

‘ My father was King of this country, and I am his only 
son, Princ;^ ! ’ replies Giglio, with equal haughtiness. 

> ' Ha ! ’ said the King and Glumboso,, looking very 

flurried^ but the former, collecting himself, said, ‘ Dear 
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» FOR ME AND YOU 43 

Prince Bulbo, I forgot to iiitroduce^to your Eoyal High- 
ness my dear nephew, His Royal Highness Prince Giglio ! 

9 Know each other ! Embrace each other ! Giglio, give 
His" Royal Highness your hand ! ’ and Giglio, giving 
his ha^id, squeezed poor Bulbous until the tears ran out 
of his eyes. Glumboso now brought a chair for the royal 
visitor, and placed it on the platform on which the King, 
^ueen, and Prince were seatM f but the chair was on the 
edge of the platform, and as Bulbo sat down, it* toppled 
over, and he with it, rolling over and over, and bellowing 
like a bull, Giglio roared still louder at this disaster, 
but it was with laughter ; so did all the Court when Prince 
, Bulbo got up ; for though when he entered the room he 
appeared not very ridiculous, as^he stood up from his 
fall for a moment he lookM so exceedingly plain and 
foolish, that nobody (^uld help laughing at him. When 
he had entered the room, he was observed to carry a rose 
in his hand, which fell out of it as he tumbled. ^ 

‘ My r5se ! my rose ! ’ cried Bulbo ; and his chamber- 
lain dashed forwards and picked it up, and gave it to 
the Prince, who put it ii^his waistcoat. Then people* 
wondered why they had laughed ; there was nothing 
particularly ridiculous in him. He was rather short, " 
rather stout, rather red-haired, but, in fine, for a Prince, 
hot so bad. 

So they sat and talked, the royal personages together, 
thfe Crfhi Tartar officers with thoie of IPafiagonia — Giglio 
very comfortable with Gruffanufi behind the throne. * 
He looked at^her with such tender eyes, that her heart 
was all in a flutter. ‘ Oh, dear Prince,’ she said, ‘ how 
could you speak so haughtily in presence #f tleir Majes- 
ties ? I protest I tifough? I should have fainted.’ * 

K.K..; ' . . . 




oO GIGLIO’S JEALOUS OF THE* CRIM- 

■ r ' 

‘ I should have caught ygu in my arms/ said Giglio, 
looking raptures. 

‘ Why were you so cruel to Prince Bulbo, dearTrince ? ’ 
says Gruff. ^ 

‘ Because I hate him/ says Gil. r 

‘ You are jealous of him, and still love jpoor Angelica/ 
cries Gruffanuff, putting her h.andkerchief to her eyes. , 


‘ I did, but I love her no more f ’ Giglio'^ cried. ‘ I 
despise her ! Were she ^heiress to twenty thousand 
thrones, I would despise her and scorn her. But why 
speak of thrones ? I havedost mine. I am too weak to 
recover it — I am^Ione^ and have no frierfd.’ 

‘ Gh, say not so, dear Prince 1 7 says Gruffanuff. 

‘Besides,’ says he, ‘I am So happy here Mind Se 
throne that I would not change my place, no, not for the 
throne of ^he-world ! ’ 

‘ What are you two people chattering about there 1 ’ 
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TARTAR 5>KINCE AND LAUGHS AT HIM 5l 

says the Queen, who was :*;jathex good-natured, though 
not over-burthened with wisdom. ‘ It is time to dress 
p» for dinner. Giglio, show Prince Bulbo to his room. ' 
Prince, if your ^clothes have not come, we shall be very 
happy«to see you as you are.’ But when Prince Bulbo 
got tQ his bedroom, his luggage was there and unpacked ; 
and the hairdresser coming in, cut and curled him entirely 
to his own satisfaction ; and* when the dinner-bell rang, 
the royal company had not to wait above five-'End- 
twenty minutes until Bulbo appeared, during which time 
the King, who could not bear to wait, gr^w as sulky as 
possible. As for Giglio, he never left Madam Gruffanuff 
^11 this time, but stood with her in the embrasure of a ^ 
window, paying her compliments. ^ At length the Groom 
of the Chambers announced his Royal Highness the * 
Prince of Grim Tarta^ ! and the noble company ;^ent 
into the royal dining-room. It was quite a small party ; 
only the King £?nd Queen, the Princess, whom Bulbo took^ ^ 
out, the **two Princes, CounteSs Grufianuff, Glumboso 
the , Prime Minister, and Prince Bulbo’s chamberlain. 

You may be sure they had a very good dinner — let every ♦ 
boy or girl think of what he or she likes best, and fancy it • 

on the tabk.^ 

The Princess talked incessa3;^tly all dinner-time to the 
Prince of Crimea, who ate an immense deal too much, 
and never took his eyes off his* plate, except when Giglio, 
who wa1s carving a goose, sent a quantijjy of stuffing and 
onion sauce into one #f them. Giglio only burst out 
a-laughing ,as«the CrimeaU Prince wiped Ms shkt-front 
and face with his scented pocket-handkerchief. He did 

'V' 

1 Here a very pretty game ?^ay be played by all the children ^ ^ 
saying what they like best for dinner. 
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62 HERE’S A PRETTY FIGURE FOR LAUGHTER 
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not make Prince Buibo any^apology. Wben tbe Prince 
looked at him, Giglio would not look that way. When 
Prince Buibo said, ‘ Prince Giglio, may I have tbe bonour 
of taking a glass of wine with you ? ’ ^Giglio woiMnH 
answer. All bis talk and bis eyes were for Ceuntess 



Gruff anuff, wbo you may be sure was pleased with 
Giglio’s attentiqiis— tbe vain old creattlre ! When be 
was not complimenting her, be was making fun of Prince 
Buibo, m loud that Gruffanuff was always tapping him 
with her fan, and saying— Ob, you satirical Prince ! 

Prince will bear! ’ ‘ Well, I don’t mind,’ 
and Queen luckily 
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HOW THEY DINED ANI^ QUARRELLED AFTER 53 

did not hear ; for Her Maje-^ity was a little deaf, and the 
King thought so much about his own dinner, and, besides, 

^ made such a dreadful noise, hobgobbling in eating it, 
that he heard nothing else. After dinner, His Majesty 
and ttife Queen went to sleep in their arm-chairs. 

This was th^ time when Giglio began his tricks with 
IRrince Bulbo, plying that ^oung gentleman with port, 
sherry, madeira, champagne, marsala, cherry-brandy, 
and pale ale, of all of which Master Bulbo drank witliout 
stint. But in plying his guest, Giglio was obliged to 
P drink himself, and, I am sorry to say, took<*more than was 
good for him, so that the young men were very noisy, 
Yude, and foolish when they j oined the ladies after dinner ; 
and dearly did they pay for that imprudence, as now, my 
darlings, you shall hear ! 

Bulbo went and sat%y the piano, where Angelica> was 
playing and singing, and he sang out of tune, and he upset 
the cojffee when the footman brought it, and he laughed 
out of place, and talked absurdly, and fell asleep and 
snored horridly. Booh, the nasty pig ! But as he lay 
there stretched on the piUk satin sofa, Angelica still * 
persisted in thinking him the most beautiful of human 
beings. doubt the magic rose which Bulbo wore 
caused this infatuation on Angelica’s part ; but is she 
the first young woman who has thought a silly fellow 
charming % 

Giglio must go and sit by Gru^anu:^, whose old face 
he too every moment Hbegan to find more lovely. He 
paid the most outrageoul compliments td her There 
never was such a darling— Older than he was ?— Fiddle- 
de-dee ! He would marry her— he would *have nothing * 
buther! ’ • 






54 READ—AND TAKE A WARNING BY ’T, 

■ f 

ff. 

To marry the heir to the throne ! Here was a chance ! 
The artful hussy actually got a sheet of paper, and wrote 
upon it, ‘ This is to give notice that I, Giglio, only son of 
Savio, King of Paflagonia, hereby promij^e to marry the 
charming and virtuous Barbara Griselda, CcTimtess 
Gruffanufi, and widow of the late Jenkjns Gruffanuff, 
Esq. ^ ^ 

' What is it you are writing, you charming Gruffy % ’ 
says'^iglio, who was lolling on the sofa, by the writing- 
table. 



Only an order for you to sign, dear Prince, for giving 
s coals and blankets to the pooifc this cold weather. Look ! 
the King and Queen are both asleep, and your Royal 
Highness’s order will do.’ # 

So Giglio, who was verj good-natured, as Gruffy well 
knew, signed the order immediately ; and, when she had 
it in her pocket, you may fahicy what airs she gave herself. 
She was ready ^ floiimce out of the r(?om, before the 
Queen herself, as now she was the wife of the rightful 
King of Jpaflagonia ! She wouM not speak«to Glumboso, 
whom- she thought a brute, for depriving her dear husband 
of the crc?wnl And when candles came, and she had 
helped to undress the Quee® and Princess, she went into 


HAVE GOOD CARE Q|' WHAT YOU WRITE 65 

her own room, and actually -practised on a sheet of paper, 
‘ Griselda Paflagonia,’ ‘ Barbara Eegina,’ ‘ Griselda 
^ Barbara, Paf. Beg.,’ and I don’t know what signatures 
besides, against the day when she should be Queen, 
forsooth ! 
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HOW BETSINDA GOT THE WAEMING-PAN 

Little Betsin<da came in to put Grufianuif's hair in 
papers ; and the Countess was so pleased, that, for a 
wonder, she complimented Betsinda. ‘ Betsinda ! ’ shef 
said, ‘ you dressed mif hair very nicely to-day^; I pro- 
mised you a little present. ^ Here are five sh — no, here 
is a pretty little ring, that I picked^that I have had some 
time.’ And she gave Betsinda the ring she had picked 
up in the court. It fitted Betsinda exactly. 

‘ It’s like the ring the !t^rincess used to wear,*"' says the 
maid. 

‘ No such thing,’ says GriManufi, ‘ I have had it this 
ever so long. There, tuck me up quite comfortable ; and 
now, as it’s a very cold night (the snow was lK3ating in at 
the window), you may gorand warm dear Prince Giglio’s 
bed, like a good girl, and then you may unrip my green 
silk, and then you can iuA do me up a little cap for the 
morning, and thien j<fix can mend thatiiole ininy silk 
stocking, and then you can go t© bed, Betsinda. Mind 
I shall want i!iy cup of -tea at five o’clock in? the morning,’ 

‘ I suppose I had best warm both the young gentle- 
men’s beds, fiia’am,’ says Betsinda. 

Grufianufi, for reply, sdld, ‘ Hau-au-ho ! — ^Grau-haw- 
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n ' 

hoo !— Hong-hrho ! ’ In f8<3t, she was snoring sound. 
asleep. 

^ Her room, you know, is next to the King and Queen,, 
and the Princess is next to them. So pretty Betsinda. 
went a^ay for the coals to the kitchen, and filled the royal 
warming-pan. ^ 

^ Now, she was a very kind, 'merry, civil, pretty girl ; but 
there must have been something very captivating about 
her this evening, for all the women in the servants^ hall 
began to scold and abuse her. The housekeeper said she- 
was a pert, stuck-up thing : the upper-housemaid asked, 
how dare she wear such ringlets and ribbons, it was quite- 
improper ! The cook (for there was a woman-cook as ^ 
well as ^ man-cook) said to the .^dtchen-maid that she' 
never could see anything in lihat creetur : but as for the ** 
men, every one of th^m. Coachman, John, Button^ the- 
page, and Monsieur, the Prince of Crim Tartary’s valet,, 
started up, and said — 

‘ My eyes ! ’ ] ^ 

0 mussey ! c '^T'liat a pretty girl Betsinda is ! ’ 

‘ 0 lemmany ! ’ ^ ^ ^ 

‘Ocieir J 

‘ Hands \>ff ; none of your impertinence, you vulgar, 
low people ! ’ says Betsinda, '^^alking oS with her pan of 
coals. She heard the young gentlemen playing at 
billiards as she went upstairs : first to Prince Giglio’s. 
bed, wSich she "Warmed, and then"to Prince Bulbo's room. 

He came in just as g?he had done ; and as soon as he 
saw her, ‘04 0 ! 0 I 0! 0 ! 0 ! what a? beyou — oo — 
ootiful creature you are ! You angel— you peri — you 
rosebud, let me be thy bulbul— thy Bulbo? too ! Ply to ^ ^ 
the desert, fly with me ! 1 i3ever saw a young gazelle to- 
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glad me with its dark blue that had eyes like thine. 
Thou nymph of beauty, take, take this young heart. 
A truer never did itself sustain within a soldier’s waist- 
coat. Be mine! Be mine! Be Prmcess of Grim 
Tartary ! My Royal father will approve our linion ; 
and, as for that little carroty-haired Angelica, I do not 
care a fig for her any more.’ r 



‘ Go away, your Royal Highness, and go to Ifed, please,’ 
said Betsinda, with the w%rming-pan. 

But Bulbo said, ‘ No, never, till thou swearest to be 
minp, thou lovely, blushing,*" chambermaid divine I Here, 
at thy feet, the :g.oyal«Bulbo lies, the tr^ibling "captive 
ol^t&da’s eyes.’ « 

'Andh« wenton, making himsaf so ahsurdmd ridiadous, 
that Betsinda, who was full of fun, gave him a touch with 
^ the warmihg-{)an, which, I promise you, made him cry 
^ O-o-o-o ! ’ in a very difier^nt manner. 

■ ■ . . 'a f'' 


WABMEB BURNS THAN PANS OF COALS 59 

Prince Bulbo made such-^a noise that Prince Giglio, 
who heard him from the next room, came in to see what 
was the matter. As soon as he saw what was taking place, 
Giglio, in a imy, rushed on Bulbo, kicked him in the 
rudest’manner up to the ceiling, and went on kicking him 
till his hair was quite out of curl. 
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Poor l^etsind^ did not know wh^her tf) laugh or to^rj- 
the kicking certainly ir?ust hurt the Prince, but 
looked so droll’ ! When Gfglio had done knocking him up 
and down to the ground, and whilst he went into a corner 
rubbing himself, what do^you think Giglio does ? He 
goes down on his own knees t3 Betsihda, takes her hand, 
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So EVEN THOUGH YOU WEAK K. CROWN, 
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begs her to accept his heartland offers to marry her that 
moment. Fancy Betsinda’s condition, who had been in 
love with the Prince ever since she first saw him in the 
palace garden, when she was quite a little child. 

‘ Oh, divine Betsinda ! ’ says the Prince, ‘ how^ave I 
lived fifteen years in thy company without seeing thy 
perfections ? What woman' in all Europe, Asia, Africa, 
and America, nay, in Australia, only it is not yet dis- 
covfrecf, can presume to be thy equal ? Angelica ? 
Pish ! G-ruffanuff ? Phoo ! XSe Queen ? Ha, ha ! 
Thou art my Queen. Thou art the real Angelica, because 
thou atr really angelic.’ 

' Oh, Prince ! I am but a poor chambermaid,’ sayc 
Betsinda, looking, hoivever, very much pleased^ 

‘ Didst thou not tend iSe in my sickness, when all 
fors^^ok me?’ continues Giglio. Did not thy gentle 
hand smooth my pillow, and bring me jelly and roast 
^^chicken ? ’ ** 

‘ Yes, dear Prince, I did,’ says Betsinda, ^ and I sewed 
your Eoyal Highness’s shirt-buttons on too, if you please, 
your Eoyal Highness,’ cries this artless maiden. 

When poor Prince Bulbo, who was now madly in love 
with Betsinda, heard this, declaration, when'^'ho saw the 
unmistakable glances whi^^h she flung upon Giglio, Bulbo 
began to cry bitterly, and tore quantities of hair out of 
his, head, till it all covered the room like so much tow. 

Betsinda hadileft tl^e warming-pan off the floor while 
the Princes were going on with«their conversation, and 
as they^began now to quarrel hnd be very flerce with one 
another, she thought proper to run away. 

You |rea*D big blubbering booby, tearing your hair 
in the corner there ; of cdhrse you will give me satisfac- 



‘ You ^hall give me satisfa^Stion for insulting lierl ’ 
cries Giglio in a fury. 

‘ I’ll have your life.’ ri •» 

‘ I’ll run you through.’ 

‘ I’ll cut^your throat.’ ’ 

‘ I’ll blow your brains out.’^ 

^ ‘ I’ll knock your head off,’ 

‘ I’ll send a friend to you iff the morning.’ 

rillsend a bullet into you in the af|prnoon.’ 

‘ We’ll meet again, ’fi, says Giglio, shaking his fist in 
Bulbo’s face ^ and seizing'up the warming-pan, he kissed 
it, because, forsooth, Betsinda had carried it, and rushed 
downstairs. What should he see on the IgmdSig but His ^ 
Majesty talking to Betsinaa,^whom he called by all sorts 
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of fond names. HSs Majegty had heard a row in the 
building, so he stated, and smelling something burning, 
had come out to see what the matter was. r 

‘ It's the young gentlemen smoking, perhaps, sir,’ says 
Betsinda. r 

‘ Charming chambermaid,’ says the King (like all the 
rest of them), ‘ never mind the young men ! Turn thy 
eyes on a middle-aged auto&at, who has been considered 
not isll-l6oking in his time.’ 

‘ Oh, sir ! what will Her Majesty say ? ’ cries Betsinda. 

‘ Her Majesty ! ’ laughs the monarch. ‘ Her Majesty 
be hanged. Am I not Autocrat of Paflagonia ? Have 
I not blocks, ropes, axes, hangmen — ha ? Runs not ar 
river by my palace w^ll ? Have I not sacks to sew up 
wives withal ? Say but the%ord, that thou wilt be mine 
own, —your mistress straightway Fn a sack is sewn, and 
thou the sharer of my heart and throne.’ 

^ When Giglio heard these atrocious sentiments, he for- 
got the respect usually paid to Royalty, lifted up the 
warming-pan, and knocked down the King as flat as a 
r pancake ; after which, Mastea^Giglio took to his heels and 
ran away, and Betsinda went off screaming, and the 
Queen, Gruffanufl, and the Princess, all came eut of their 
rooms. Pancy their feelings on beholding their husband, 
father, sovereign, in this posture ! 
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X. 

HOW KING VALOROSO WAS IN A" ’ 
DREADFUL PASSION 

As soon as the coals began to burn him, the King came to 
himself and stood up. ‘ Ho ! my captain of the guards ! ’ 
His Majesty exclaimed, stamping his royal feet with rage. 
0 piteous spectacle ! the King’s nose was bent quite 





crooked by the blow of Prince Giglio ! His Majesty 
ground his teeth with rage.' ‘ Hedzoff,’ he said, taking a 
death-warrant out of his dressing-gown pocket, ' Hedzoff, 
good Hedzoff, seize upon the Prince, Thoti’lt 'find him 
in his chamber two j^air up. '^But now he dared, with 

% 

% ^ 
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;sacrilegioiis hand, to strike tj;ie sacred night-cap of a King 
— Hedzoff, and floor me with a warming-pan ! Away, 
no more demur, the villain dies ! See it be done, or r 
else, — ^h’m ! — ha ! — h’m ! mind thine o;vn eyes ! ’ and 
followed by the ladies, and lifting up the tails- of his 
dressing-gown, the King entered his own apartment. 

Captain Hedzofl was very much aflected, having ^ 
sincere love for Giglio. ‘^Poor, poor Giglio ! ’ he saM, 





the tears rolling over his ^nanly face, and dripping down 
his moustachios ; ‘ my noble young Prince, is it my hand 
must lead thee to death 

‘ Lead him to^ddle»f».tick, Hedzofl,’ said, a femde voice. 
It was Grufianuff, who had come out in her dressing- 
gown when she heard the noise. ‘ The «King said you 
were to hang the Prince. Well, hang the Prince.’ 

‘ I donft understand you,’ says Hedzofl, who was not a 
very clever man. ^ ^ 
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‘ You Gaby ! be didn't which 'Fnnce/ says Gruff a- 
niiff. 

‘ No ; be didn’t say wbicb, certainly,’ said Hedzoff. 

' Well then, take Bulbo, and bang Mm ! ’ 

Wben Captain Hedzoff beard tbis, be began to dance 
about for joy. . ‘ Obedience is a soldier’s bonour,’ says be. 

Prince Buibo’s bead will dp capitally,’ and be went to 
arrest tbe Prince tbe veryjirst thing next morning. 

He knocked at tbe dpor. ‘ Wbo’s there ? ’ says Kulbo. 
‘Captain Hedzoff? Step in, pray, my good Captain’; 
I’m delighted to see you ; I have been expecting you.’ 

‘ Have you ? ’ says Hedzoff. 

‘ Sleibootz, my Chamberlain, will act for me,’ says the 
Prince. 

‘ I beg your Royal Highness’s pardon, but you will have 
to act for yourself, and, it’s a pity to wake Baron Sleibootz.’ 

Tbe Prince Bulbo still seemed to take tbe’matter very 
coolly. Of course. Captain,’ says be, ‘you are come 
about that affair with Prince Giglio ? ’ 

‘ Precisely,’ says Hedzoff, ‘ that affair of Prince 
Giglio.’ ^ 

‘ Is it to be pistols, or swords. Captain ? ’ asks Bulbo, 

‘ I’m a prelty good band with both, and I’ll do for Prince 
Giglio as sure as my name is my Royal Highness Prince 
Bulbo.’ 

‘ There’s some mistake, my Lord,’ says the Captain. 

‘ Tbe business is done with axes among* us.’ 

‘ xAxes ? That’s sbatp work,’ says Bulbo. ‘ Call my 
Chamberlain,' he’ll be my second, and in ten minutes, I 
flatter myself, you’ll see Master Giglio’s bead off bis 
impertinent shoulders. J’m hungry for bis blood. ^ 
Hoo-oo, aw ! ’ and be looked^as savage as an ogre. 
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M beg your pardon, sir, btit by this warrant I am to 
take you prisoner, and hand you over to— to the 
executioner.’ 

‘ Pooh, pooh, my good man ! — Stop, 4 say, — ho ! — 
hulloa ! ’ was all that this luckless Prince was enabled to 
say, for Hedzoff’s guards seizing him, tied a handkerchief 
over his mouth and face, an^*" carried him to the place of^ 
executiop. 
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The King, who happened to be talking to^Glumboso, 
saw him pass,, and took ar* pinch of snuS and said, ' S 9 
much for Giglio. Now let’s go to breakfast.’ 

The Captain of the Guard handed over his prisoner to 
the Sheriff, with >he fatal order, 

ft 

‘ SI0HT CUT OFF THE BEAEER’S^HEAD. 

‘ Valoroso XXIV.’ 

0 e 

‘ It’s a mistake,’ says Bulbo, who did not seem to under- 
stand the business in the least. 
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‘ Poo— poo— pooli/ says the Shexif. ‘Fetch Jack 
Ketch instantly. Jack Ketch ! ’ 

And poor Bulbo was led to the scaffold, where an 
executioner wi^h a block and a tremendous axe was 
always"* ready in case he should be wanted. 

But we mush now revert to Giglio and Betsinda. 


i' 
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WHAT GEUFFANUFF DII> TO GIGLIO AND 
BETSINDA 

Gruff ANUFF, who had seen what had happened with the 
King, and knew that Giglio must come to grief, got up- 
very ’early the next ifiornm|:, and went to devise some 
plans for rescuing her darling husband, as the silly old 
thing insisted on calling him. She.found him walking up 
^nd down the garden, thinking of a' rhyme for Betsinda 
{tinder and mnda were^all he could find), and indeed 
having forgotten all about the past evening, except that 
Betsinda was the most lovely of beings. 

‘ Well, dear Giglio,’ says Gfcuff. ■ ; 

‘Well, dear Grufiy,’ says Giglio, only was quite 

satirical. . 

‘I have been thinking,- darling, what you must do m 
this scrape. You must fly the country for a while.’ 
‘-What scrape 1— fly the country 1 Never wiAout her 

I love. Countess?^ says’ Giglio. 

- ‘ No, she will accompany you, Sear Prince,’ she says, in 
her most coaxing accents. ‘ First, we must get the jewels 
belonging to our royal parents, and those of her arid his 
- present Majesty. Here is % ke;^, duck ; they are all 
yours^ -you know, by rigTit, for you are the rightful 
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King of Paflagonia, and yCur wife will be tbe rightful 
Queen.’ 

‘ Will she ? ’ says Giglio. 

‘Yes; andhawing got thejewels.go to Glumhoso’s apart- 
ment, Vhere, under his bed, you will find sacks containing 
money to the amount of £217,000,000,987,439, 13s. 6-|d., 
ftjl belonging to you, for h\took it out of your royal 
father’s room on the day, of his death. Withdihis we 
will fly.’ ^ 




‘ We will Hy ? ’ says Giglio. 

Yes, you and your bride— your affianced love-your 
Gruffy ! ’ says the Countess, with a languishing leer 

‘ You mj bride ! ’ says Giglio. ‘ You, you hideous Old 

woman! • ^ 

Oh, you— you wretcB ! didn’t you giwe me this paper 
promising marfiage ? ’ cries Gruff. ” ’ 

‘ Get away, you old goose ! I love Betsinda, -and Bet- 
sinda only ! ’ And m a fit^f terror he ran from her as 
quickly as he could. * 
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‘ He ! lie ! lie ! ’ shrieks cfat Gruf ; ‘ a promise is a 
promise if there are laws in Paflagonia ! And as for that 
monster, that wretch, that fiend, that ugly little vixen 
as for that upstart, that ingrate, that heast, Betsinda, 
Master Giglio will have no little difficulty in discovering 
her whereabouts. He may look very long before finding 
her, I warrant. He littlee/knows that Miss Betsinda 

is ^ 

Is— what ? Now, you shall h^ar. Poor Betsinda got 

up at five in winter’s morning to bring her cruel mistress 
her tea ; and Instead of finding her in a good humour, 
found Grufiy as cross as two sticks. The Countess 
boxed Betsinda’s ears half a dozen times whilst she wa^ 
dressing ; but as poor Ettle Betsinda was used to this kind 
of treatment, she did not feel any^ special alarm. ‘ And 
now,' says she, ‘ when Her Majesty rings her bell twice, 

J’ll trouble you, miss, to attend.’ , 

So when the Queen’s bell rang twice, Betsinda came to 
Her Majesty and made a pretty little curtsey. ^ The 
Queen, the Princess, and Gruff anufi were all three in the 
" room. As soon as they sawlier they began, 

‘ You wretch ! ’ says the Queen. 

‘ You little vulgar thing ! ’ says the Princess. 

‘ You beast ! ’ says Gnfffanuff. 

“ Get out of my sight ! ’.says the Queen. 

‘'Go away with you, do ! ’ says the Princess. ^ 

‘ Quit the prefiiises !’ says Gruffanuff. 

■ Alas ! and woe is me I very "lamentable events had 
occurred to B'etsinda that morning, and all in consequence 
of that fa4;al warming-pan business of the previous night. 
" The Ning had offered to iparry. her ; of course Her 
Majesty. the Queen was fealous : Bulbo had fallen in 
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I gave you/ they 
said, all at once, 


the Princess, and 
Countesl 


love with her; of course Angelica was furious: Giglio 
was in love with her, and oh, what a ftiry Gru% was in ! 
f cap 

‘ Take off th^t i petticoat 
I gown 

and began tearing the clothes off poor Betsinda. 

4 tt 3 r the King ? ’ ^ cried the Queen, 

' ,°T ‘ r W».iulbo!' 
art"*! 1 Giglio r J 

Give her the rags Ihe wore when she came into the 
house, and turn her out of it ! ’ cries the Queen. 

‘ Mind she does not go with my shoes on, which I lent 
'^her so kindly,’ says the Princess ; and indeed the Prin- 
cess’s shoes were a great deal too i)ig for Betsinda. 

^ Come with me, you filthf hussy ! ’ and taking up the 
Queen’s poker, the cruel Gruffanuff drove Betsinda^ into 
her room. 

The Countess went to the glass box in which she had 
kept Belinda’s old cloak an(? shoe this ever so long, 
and said, ‘ Take those rags, you little beggar creature, 
and strip off everything belonging to honest people, and^ 
go about your business ’ ; and she actually tore off the 
poor little delicate thing’s back almost all her things, and 
told her to be off out of the h<iuse. 

Poor Betsinda huddled the cloak round her back, on 
which were embroidered the letters prin .... bqsal 
... . affd then '?jame a great rent.^ ^ 

As for the shoe, whabwas she to do with one poor littje 
tootsey sandal ? the string was still in it, go sho hung it 
roun*d her neck. 

/ Won’t you give me a- ;^air of shoes to "’go out in the 
snow, mum, if you please, mhm ? ’ cried the poor child. 
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‘ No, you wicked iJeast ! ’ ^ays Grufianuff, driving her 
along with the poker — driving her down the cold stairs 
driving her through the cold hall — flinging her out into the 
cold street, so that the knocker itself shed ^ears to see her ! 

But a kind fairy made the soft snow warm for hec little 
feet, and she wrapped herself up in the^ ermine oi her 
mantle, and was gone i ‘ 





‘ And now^ let us think about breakfast,’ says the ; 
greedy Queen. 

' ‘^What dress shall I put* on, mamma ? the pink or the 
pea-green 1 ’ sa]fs Angelica. ‘ Which do you tSink the 
dear Prince will like best V • 

‘ Mrsc V. ! ^sings out the King from his dressing-room, 

‘ let us have sausages for breakfast ! Eemember we* have 
Prince Bulbo* staying with us ! ’ 

And they all went to get ready. * 
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Nine o’clock came, and tkgy were’all in the breakfast- 
room, and no Prince Bulbo as yet. The urn was hissing 
and humming : the muffins were smoking — such a heap 
of muffins ! the eggs were done, there was a pot of rasp- 
berry jam, and coffee, and a beautiful chicken and tongue 
on the side-table. Marmitonio the cook brought in the 
sausages. Oh, liow nice they smelt ! 

’‘‘ Where is Bulbo ? ’ said the King. ‘ John, where is 
His Royal Highness ? ’ ^ ^ 

J ohn said he had tookTiup His Roilighnessesses shaving- 
water, and his clothes and things, and he wasn’t in his 
room, which he sposed His Royliness was just stepped 
ibout. 

‘ Stepped out before breakfast |,n the snow ! Impos- 
sible ! ’ says the King, stickmg his fork into a sausage. 

^ My dear, take one. ^Angelica, won’t you have a save- 
loy 1 ’ The Princes& took one, being very fond of them ; 
and at this moment Glumboso entered with Captaim 
Hedzoff, both looking very mueh disturbed. 

‘ I am afraid your Majesty ’ cries Glumboso. 

‘ Np business before breajkfast, Glum ! ’ says the King. ^ 
. ‘ Breakfast first, business next. Mrs. V., some more 
sugar ! ’ « 

‘ Sire, l am afraid if we wait till after breakfast it will 
be too late,’ says Glumboso. ‘ He— he-— he’ll be hanged 
at half -past nine.’ 

‘ Dor?% talk atbout hanging and -spoil my breakfast, you 
unkind vulgar man ypu,’ cries the Princess. ‘ John, 
some mustard. Pray, who is to be hanged ? ’ ,, 

‘ Bire, it is the Prince,’ whispers Glumboso to the King. 

‘ Talk about business after breakfast, I tell }'ou! ’ says 
His Majesty, quite sulky. ^ 
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‘We shall have £ war, §ire, depend on it,’ says the 
Minister. ‘ His father, King Padella. . . 

‘ His father, King who ? ’ says the King. ‘ King fr 
Padella is not Giglio’s father. My brother. King Savio, 
was Giglio’s father.’ « 

‘ It’s Prince Bulbo they are hanging, Sire, not Prince 
! Giglio,’ says the Prime Minister. 

I ‘ You told me to hang tSe Prince, and I. took the ngiy 

one^ sfiys Hedzoff. ‘ I didn’t, of course, think your 
Majesty intended to murder yorfi: own flesh and blood ! ’ 

The King for all reply flung the plate of sausages at 
Hedzoff’ s head. The Princess cried out ‘ Hee-karee- 
^ karee ! ’ and fell down in a fainting fit. • 

‘ Turn the cock of ijjie urn upon Her Royal Highness,’ 
said the King, and the boding water gradually revived 
her.^ His Majesty looked at his thatch, compared it by 
the clock in the parlour, and by*that of the church in 
«the square opposite ; then he wound it up ;• then he looked 
at it again. ‘ The great Question is,’ says he, ‘•am I fast 
or am I slow ? If I’m slow, we may as well go on with 
I « breakfast. If I’m fast, why^there is just the possibility 

of saving Prince Bulbo. It’s a doosid awkward mistake, 
and upon my word, Hedzofl, I have the greatiest mind to 
have you hanged too.’ 

‘ Sire, I did but my duty ; a soldier has but his orders. 

I didn’t expect after forty-'feeven years of faithful service 
that my sovereign wouid think of putting me to-^ felon’s 
death ! ’ p 

‘ A hij,ndred thousand plagues upon you ! Can’t you 
see that while you are talking my Bulbo is being huiJg ? ’ 
screamed the Princess. 


‘ By Jove ! she’s always# ri'^ht, that girl, and I’m so 
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absent,’ says the King, looking at bis watcb again. ‘ Ha ! 
there go the drums ! Wbat a doosid awkward thing 
though 1 ’ 
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Oh, papa, you goose! Write the reprieve,® and let 
me run with it,’ cries the Princess- — and she ^ot a sheet 
of paper, and pen and ink, and laid them before the 
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Confound it ! wliere aie my spectacles ? ’ the Monarch 
exclaimed. ‘ Angelica ! go up into my bedroom, look 
under my pillow, not your mamma’s ; there you’ll see •' 
my keys. Bring them down to me, a^nd— Well, well! 
what impetuous things these girls are I ’ Angelica was 
gone, and had run up panting to the bedroom, and found 
the keys, and was back agairf before the King had finished 
a muffin. ‘ Now, love,’ says he, ‘ you must go all the 

wajifcb^k for my desk, in which my spectacles are. If 

you would but have heard me oul . . . Be hanged to her 1 
There she is ciff again. Angelica! Angelica! ’ When 
His Maj esty called in his loud voice, she knew she must 
obey, and came back. » 

My dear, when yoy go out of a room, how often have 
I told you, shut the door. That’s a darling. That’s all’ 
At last the keys and the desk and "file spectacles were got, 
and the King mended his pen, and signed his name’ to 
'a reprieve, and Angelica ran with it as swift as the wind. 
‘You’d better stay, my' love, and finish the'' muffins. 
There’s no use going. Be sure it’s too late. Hand me 
-• over that raspberry jam, please,’ said the Monarch. 

‘ Bong ! Bawong ! There goes the half-hour. I knew it 
was.’ 

Angelica ran, and ran, 9,nd ran, and ran. She rannp 
Fore Street, and down High Street, and through, the 
Market-place, and down Wthe left, and over the bridge, 
and up the blind^allevf'and back again, arxd rouifS by the 
Castle, and so along by the Habf^rdasher’s on the right, 
opposite, the kmp-post, and round the square, and she 
came she came to the Execution place, where she*’ saw 
^ Bulbo layfhg his head on the block ! ! ! The executioner 
raised his axe, but at that ifiomeift the Princess came 
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panting up and cried ‘ Keprie^e ! ’ ‘ Reprieve ! ’ screamed 
tKe Princess. ‘ Reprieve ! ’ shouted all the people. Up 
the scaffold stairs she sprang, with the agility of a lighter 
of lamps ; and flinging herself in Bulbo’s arms, regardless 
of all c^emony, she cried out, ‘ Oh, my Prince ! my lord ! 
my Ibve ! my 5ulbo ! Thine Angelica has been in time 
to save thy precious existence^ sweet rosebud ; to prevent 
tfiy being nipped in thy ^oung bloom! Had^ aught 
befallen thee, Angelica too had died, and welcomed obatb 
that joined her to her Biilbo.’ 

‘ H’m ! there’s no accounting for tastes,’ said Bulbo, 
looking so very much puzzled and uncomfortable that the 
Princess, in tones of tenderest strain, asked the cause of 
his disquiet. o 

‘ I tell you what it is, Angelica,’ said he, ‘ since I came 
here yesterday, there has been such a row, and disturb- 
ance, and quarrelling, and fighting, and chopping of 
heads off, and the deuce to pay, that I am inclined to go 
back to Crim Tartary.’ 

‘But with me as thy bride, my Bulbo! Though 
wherwer thou art is Grim ^artary to me, my bold, my ' 
beautiful, my Bulbo ! ’ 

‘ Well, ell, I suppose we must be married,’ says 
l^^lbo. ‘ Doctor, you came toread^the Fi^neral Service 
— read the Marriage Service, will you ? What must be, 
must. That will satisfy Angelica, and then, in the name 
of peac^nd quietness, do let us ^ bac^ to breakfast.’ 

Bulbo had carried a rose in his mouth all the time of 
the dismal ceremony . It was a fairy rose, aud he iwas told 
by h!s mother that he ought never to part with it. So 
he had kept it between his teeth, even when he laid his ^ ^ 
poor head upon the"^ block, hoping vaguely that some 



r 



t 

78 ^ NOW WE’KE TO " ^ 

r- 

cliance would turn up in kis favour. As he began to 
speak to Angelica, lie forgot about tbe rose, and of course 
it dropped out of his mouth. The romantic Princess ^ 
instantly stooped and seized it. ‘ Sweet rose ! ’ she 
exclaimed, ‘ that bloomed upon my Bulbo’s lip,^ never, 
never will I part from thee ! ’ and she placed it in her 
bosom. And you know Bulbo couldn't ask her to give 
the rose back again. And tl^ey went to breakfast ; and 
as fiiey walked, it appeared to Bulbo that Angelica 
became more exquisitely lovely every moment. 

He was frantic until they were married ; and now, 
strange to say, it was Angelica who didn’t care about him ! 
He knelt dowUj he kissed her hand, he prayed and begged ; 
he cried with admiradon ; while she for her part said 
she really thought they might wait ; it seemed to her 
he was not handsome any more — ijo, not at all, quite the 
reverse ; and not clever, no, very stupid ; and not well 
Tired, like Giglio ; no, on the contrary, dreadfully vul— 
What, I cannot say, for King Valoroso roared out 
‘ Pooh, stuff ! ’ in a terrible voice. ‘ We will have no 
’ more of this shilly-shallying ? Call the Archbishop, and 
let the Prince and Princess be married ofihand ! ’ 

So, married they were, and I am sure for my part I 
trust they will, be happy. ^ 
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HOW BETSIND4 FLED, AND WHAT " 
BECAME OF HEE 

Betsinda wandered on and on, till she passed through 
the town gates, and so on the great Grim Tartary road, 
the very way on which Giglio too was going. ‘ Ah ! 
thought she, as the diligence passed her, of which the con- 
ductor was blowing a delightful tune on his horn, ^ how 
I should like to be on^that coach ! ’ But the coach and 
the jingling horses were very soon gone. She little knew 
who was in it, though very likely ahe was thinking of him 
all the time. 

Thenicame an empty cart, i^eturning from market ; and 
the driver being a kind man, and seeing such a very 
pretty girl tfudging along the road with bare feet, most 
good-naturedly gave her a seai;. He said-,he lived on 
the cpniines of the forest, where his old father was a 
woodman, and, if she liked, he Vould take her so far on ^ 
her road!^ All itjads were the sanle to -little Betsinda, 
so she very thankfully tccok this one. 

And the carter put a cloth round her bare fe’et, and gave 
her sofne bread and cold bacon, and was very kind to her. 
Bor all that she was very cold and melancholy. When 
after travelling on and Sn, evenhig came, and all the black 
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pines were bending with snew, and there, at last, was the 
comfortable light beaming in the woodman’s windows ; 
and so they arrived, and went into his cottage. He was ' 
an old man, and had a number of children, who were just 
at supper, with nice hot bread-and-milk, when thto elder 
brother arrived with the cart. And they jumped and 
clapped their hands ; for they were good children ; and 
he had brought them toys from the town. And wlien 







they saw the pretty stranger, they ran to her, and 
brought her to the fire, and rubbed her poor little feet, 
and broughtdier br'ead-aud-milk. 

‘ Look, father ! ’ they ^id to the old woodman, ^ look 
at'this poor girl, anc^ see what pretty cold fe^ she has. 
They are as whxte as our milk ! And look and see what 
an odd cloak she has, just like tlie bit of velvet that hangs 
up in our cupboard, and which you found that d§-y the 
little cubs were killed by King Padella, in the forest ! 
And look, why, bless us s^ll ! s|ie has got round her 
nectjgst such another little shoe as that you brought 
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home, and have shown us so often — a little blue velvet 
shoe ! ’ 

‘ What,’ said the old woodman, ‘ what is all this about 
a shoe and a cl(iak ? ’ 

And*Betsinda explained that she had been left, when 
quits -a little child, at the town with this cloak and this 
shoe. And the persons who* had taken care of her had— 
had beep angry with her, ^or no fault, she hoped, of her 
own. And they had sent* her avray with her old clothes 
—and here, in fact, she was. She remembered having 






been in a ’forest — and perhaps if was a dream — it was so 
very odd and strange — having lived in a cave with lions 
there ? and, before that, hating lived in a very, very fine * 
house, as fine as the King’s, in the town. 

When th^ woodman heard this, he was so astonished, it 
\^as quite curious to see hov^ astonished^ he was. He 
went to his cupboard, and took out of a stocking a five- 
shilling piece of King Cavolfiore, and vowed it p^as 
exactly like th^ young woman, t^nd 1^ien he produced 
the shoe and piece of wslvet which he had kept so long, 
and compared them with the things which Betsinda wore. 
In Betsinda’s little shoe was written, ‘ Hopkins, maker to 
the Koyal Family’ ; so in the other shoe was written, 
^Hopkins, maker to the Royal Family.’ In the inside of 
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Betsinda’s piece of cloak was .embroidered, ‘ prin bosal ’ ; 
in tbe other piece of cloak was embroidered ‘ cess ba. 
No. 246 So that when put together you read, ‘ princess 
ROSALBA. No. 246.’ « 

On seeing this, the dear old woodman fell down^on his 
knee, saying, ‘ 0 my Princess, 0 my gracious royal .feidy, 

0 my rightful Queen of Critn Tartary, — I hail thee — I 

acknowledge thee — I do thee^homage ! ’ And in token 
of hfc fealty, he rubbed his v^erable nose three times 
on the ground, and put the Princess’s foot on his 
head. • 

‘ Why,’ said she, ‘ my good woodman, you must be 
a nobleman of my royal father’s Court ! ’ For in her 
lowly retreat, and uis^ei the name of Betsinda, Her 
Majesty, Rosalba, Queen* of Crim Tartary, had read 
of tl^ customs of all foreign courts and nations. 

‘ Marry, indeed, am I, my gracious liege~the poor 
Xord Spinachi once— the humble woodman these fifteen 
years syne. Ever since ^hat tyrant Padella (may ruin 
overtake the treacherous knave !) dismissed me from my 
^post of First Lord.’ 

‘ First Lord of the Toothpick and Joint Keeper of the 
Snufi-box ? I mind me ! Thou heldst these 'Josts under 
our royal Sire.^ restored to thee. Lord Spinachi J 

1 make thee knight of the second class of our Order of 
the ^Pumpkin (the first class being reserved for crowned 
heads alone). R^se, Marquis of Spinachi ! ’ And with 
indescribable majesty, the Queen, who had no sword 
handy, wavedr the pewter spoon with which she had been 
taking her bread~and>milk, over the bald head of the old 

^ nobleman, whose tears absolutely made a puddle on the 
ground, and whose dear children went to bed that night 
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Lords and Ladies Bartolomeo, I3l)aldo, Catarina, and 
Ottavia degli Spinachi ! 

TLe acquaintance Her Majesty showed with, the 
history, and noble families of her empire, was ’wonderful. 

‘ The House of Broccoli should remain faithful to us,’ 
she s^id ; ‘ thej were ever welcome at our Court. Have 
the Articiocchi, as was theic -wont, turned to the Rising 
Sun ? The family of Sauerkfaut must sure be with us — 
they were ever welcome m the halls of King Cavoliore.’ 
And so she went on enumerating quite a list of the nobility 
and gentry of Crim Tartary, so admi 5 ;ably had Her 
Majesty profited by her studies while in exile. 

• The Marquis of Spinachi said he could answer for 
them all; that the whole country groaned under 
Padella’s tyranny, and longed to return to uts rightful 
sovereign ; and late a? it was, he sent his children,^ who 
knew the forest well, 40 summon this nobleman and that ; 
and when his eldest son, who had been rubbing the horse^ 
down an(? giving him his suppef, came into the house for 
his own, the Marquis told him to put his boots on, and a 
saddle on the mare, and riile hither and thither to such • 
and such people. 

When th-% young man heard who his companion in the ’ 
cart had been, he too knelt dojvm and put her royal foot 
on his head ; he too bedewed the ground with his tears ; 
he was frantically in love with*her, as everybody now was 
who saw%her : ao were the young<C/ord^ Bartolomeo and 
Ubaldo, who punched ,each other’s little heads out pf 
jealousy ; and so, when they came from east anci west at 
the Ammons of the Marquis degli Spinachi, were the 
Crim Tartar Lords who still remained faithful to the 
House of Cavolfiore. • The'J^ were such very^ old gentle- 
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‘ God save the Queen ! ’ and King Padella happening to 
be absent upon an invasion, they had their own way for 
♦ a little, and to be sure the people were very enthusiastic 
whenever they* saw the Queen ; otherwise the vulgar 
took ifiatters very quietly, for they said, as far as they 
couFd recollect^ they were pretty well as much taxed in 
Cavolfiore’s time, as now in J^adella’s. 
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2JIII 

HO# QUEEN EOSALBA CAHE TO THE CASTLE 
■ OE THE BOLD COUNT HOGGINAEMO 

r 

Her Majesty, having indeed nothing else to give, made 
all her followers Knights of the Pumpkin, and Marquises," 
Earls, and Baronets ; «ind they had a little court for her, 
and made her a little crown of gilt paper, and a robe of 
cott<^n velvet ; and they quarrelled about the places to 
be given away in her court, and about rank and prece- 
dence and dignities ; — you can’t think how they quar- 
relled ! The poor Queen was very tired of her honours 
before she had had them a month, and I dare say sighed 
"^sometimes even to be a lady’^maid again. But w^must 
all do our duty in our respective stations, so the Queen 
resigned herself to perform hers. "" 

We have sag how it happened that none of the Usuf- 
per’s troops came out to oppose this Army' of Fidelity : 
it ppttered along as nimbly as the gout of the principal 
commanders allowed 'f' it consisted of rwice as many 
officers as soldiers : and at lengthf passed near the estates 
of one of the^most powerful noblemen of the country, 
who had not declared for the Queen, but of whom her 
^ party had topes, as he was always quarrelling with Kiug 
Padella. ^ * 


» * WOO’D HER, ) m 

When they came close to his pari? gates, this nobleman 
sent to say he would wait upon Her Majesty : he was a 
most powerful warrior, and his name was Count Hoggi- 
narmo, whose l^elmet it took two strong negroes to carry. 
He kniclt down before her and said, ‘ Madam and liege 
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lad;^ ! it becomes the great nobles df the Crimean realm 
to show every outward sign of respect to the wearer ctf 
the Grown, whoever that may he. We testify to* our 
own nobility in ackno^jledging yours. The bold Hoggi- 
narmo bends the knee to the first of the aristocracy of his 
country.’ 

Bosalba said, ‘ The bold Count of Hoggitarmo was 
uncommonly kind.’ i5ut shelelt afraid of him, even while * 
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he was kneeling, and^iis eyes scowled at her from between 
his whiskers, which grew up to them. 

‘ The first Count of the Empire, madam,’ he went on, ^ 
^ salutes the sovereign. The Prince addresses himself to 
the not more noble lady ! Madam, my hand is fr^.e, and 
I ofier it, and my heart and my sword to your service ! 
My three wives lie buried in my ancestral vaults. The 
third perished but a year sihce ; and this heart pines for 
a coFSo^ft ! Deign to be mincer and I swear to bring to 
yoiir bridal table the head of Kifig Padella, the eyes and 
nose of his son^Prince Bulbo, the right hand and ears of 
the usurping Sovereign of Paflagonia, which country 
shall thenceforth be an appanage to your — to oiir Crown I 
Say yes ; Hogginarmg is not accustomed to be denied. 
Indeed I cannot contemplate the possibility of a refusal : 
for frightful will be the result ; dreadful the murders ; 
furious the devastations; horrible the tyranny; tre- 
'^'mendous the tortures, misery, taxation, which the people 
of this realm will endure, if Hogginarmo’s wrath be 
aroused ! I see consent in your Majesty’s lovely eyes — 
their glances fill my soul with rapture ! ’ 

‘ Oh, sir ! ’ Rosalba said, withdrawing her hand in 
great fright. ■ Your Lordship is exceedingly^ kind ; but 
I am sorry to tell you that I have a prior attachment to 
a young gentleman hy the name of — Prince—Giglio— and 
never-never can marry any one but him.’ 

"\^ho can descrp^e Hcvgginarmo’s wrath ^t this#emark ? 
Rising up from the ground, he ground his teeth so that 
fire flashed out; of his mouth, from which at the same time 
issued remarks and language, so loud, violent, and im- 
proper, th^t this pen shall never repeat them ! ' R-r-r-r-r-r 
— Rejected] Fiends and pefdition ! The bold Hoggi- 

if. 
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narmo rejected ! All tlie world sliall hear of my rage ; 
and you, madam, you above all shall rue it ! ’ And 
• kicking the two negroes before him, he rushed away, his 
whiskers strean^ing in the wind. 

. Her •Majesty’s Privy Council was in a dreadful panic 
when- they saw Hogginarmo issue from the royal pres- 
ence in such a towering rage* making f ootl^alls of ^the poor 




















negxoes— -a panic which the events justified. They 
marched ofi from Hogginarmo’s park very crestfallen*; 
and in another half-hour they werf met j)y that rapacious 
chieftain with a few oi his followers, who cut, slash^, 
charged, whacked, banged, and pommelled amongst 
thei5, took the Queen prisoner, and drove the Army of 
Fidelity to I don’t know where, ^ ■ 

Poor Queen ! Ho^inarmd; her conqueror;, would not 
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condescend to see her. ‘ Get a horse- van ! ’ he said to 
his grooms, ‘ clap the hussy into it, and send her, with my 
compliments, to His Majesty King Padella.' 

Along with his lovely prisoner, Hogginarmo sent a 
letter full of servile compliments and loathsome flatteries 
to King Padella, for whose life, and tL^t of his toy al 
family, .the hypocritical hurfobug pretended to ofler the 
most fulsome prayers. Ai^d Hogginarmo promised 
speedily to pay his humble hGmage at his august mas- 
tery's throne, of which he begged leave to be counted 
the most loyal a,nd constant defender. Such a wary old 
bird as King Padella was not to be caught by Master 
Hogginarmo’s chaff, and we shall hear presently how th€ 
tyrant treated this upstart vassal. No, no ; depend 
on’t, two such rogues do nor trust one another. 

S(>this poor Queen was laid in the straw like Margery 
Daw, and driven along in the darlf ever so many miles 
to the Court, where King Padella had now arrived, 
having vanquished all Ins enemies, murdered most of 
them, and brought some of the richest into captivity 
"with him for the purpose of ^oorturing them and flnding 
out where they had hidden their money. 

Rosalba heard their shrieks and groans in the dungeon 
in which she y^s thrust ; a most awful black hole, full qf 
bats, rats, mice, toads, frogs, mosquitoes^ bugs, fleas, 
Serpents, and every kind'^of horror. No light was let 
into it, otherwise the gaolers might hare seerf^er and 
fallen in love with her, as an owl that lived up in the roof 
of the t^^^wer did, and a cat, you know, who can see in 
the dark, and having set its green eyes on Eosalba, 
never would be got to go back to the turnkey’s wife to 
whom it belonged. And tie toadsun the dungeon came 
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and kissed her feet, and the vipers wound round her 
neck and arms, and never hurt her, so charming was this 
poor Princess in the midst of her misfortunes. 
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At last, alter she had been kept in this place ever so 
lo^g, the door of tha dungeon •opened, and the terrible 
King Pabelba came in.- 

But what he said and did must be reserved for another* 
chapter, Js we iflust now back to ?rince»Giglio. 
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X'lV 

„ ^ WHAT BECAME. OF GIGLIO ^ 

€ 

Tee idea of marrying such an old creature as GrufianuS 
frightened Pricace Giglio so, that he ran up to his room, 
packed his trunks, fetched in a couple of porters, and was 
off to the diligence office in a twinkling. ^ 

It was well that heJJ^was so quick in his operations, did 
not dawdle over his luggage, and took the early coach, 
for AS soon as the mistake about Prince Bulbo was found 

r' 

out, that cruel Glumboso sent up a couple of policemen to 
Prince Giglio’s room, with orders that he should be 
carried to Newgate, an(fhis head taken off before twelve 
o’clock. But the coach was out of Paflagonian dominions 
before two o’clock ; and I d^re say the express that was 
sent after Prince Giglio did not ride very quick, for many 
people in Paflagonia had a regard for Giglid, as the son 
of their old ^sovereign ; a Prince wjio, with all his weak- 
nesses, was very much better than hisr brother^ the 
“usurping, lazy, careless, passionate, tyrannical, reigning 
monarch. Thai^ Pri&e busied, himself^ with^he balls, 
fetes, masquerades, hunting-parties, and so forth, which 
he thought proper to give on occasion of his daughter’s 
marriage to Prince Bulbo ; and let us trust was not sorry 
in his own heart that his brother’s son had escaped the 

scaffold. ^ y’ " " 

> 
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It was very cold weather, and ttie snow was on the 
ground, and Giglio, who gave his name as simple Mr. 
Giles, was very glad to get a comfortable place in the 
coupe of the diligence, where he sat with the conductor 
ajid an#ther gentleman. At the first stage from Blom- 
bodinga, as they stopped to change horses, there came 



ug to the diligence a v.ery ordinary, vulgar-lqpking woman 
with.a bag uiider her arm, who asked for a place. All 
the inside places were taken, and the young woman ijras’ 
inform ed^hat if*she wished to travel, must go upon 
the roof ; and the passenger inside with Giglio (a rude 
person, I should think), put his head out o:^the window, 
and sflid, ‘ Nice weather for travelling outside ! I wish 
you a pleasant journey, dear,’ The poor woman 
coughed very much, ahd Giglfb pitied her, #1 will give 
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up my place to lier^ says be, ‘ rather than sbe should 
travel in the cold air with that horrid cough.’ On which 
the vulgar traveller said, ‘ You' i keep her warm, I am 
sure, if it’s a muff wants.’ Qn which^Giglio pulled Kis 
nose, boxed his ears, hit him in the eye, and gave this 
vulgar person a warning never to call him muff Sig&ha. 

Then he sprang up gaily m to the roof of the diligence 
and made himself very comfortable in the straw. The 
vulgur ’"traveller got down only at the next station, and 



Giglio took his place again, and talked to the person next 
" to him. She appeared to ^e a most agreeable^ well- 
informed, and entertaining female. They travelled 
together till night, and she gave Giglio all sorts of things 
out of the bag which ^e carried, and which indeed 
seemed to contain the most wonderful r collection of 
articles. He was thirsty— out there came a pint bottle 
of Bass’s pale al&, ancJ^a silver mug ! Hungry-^-she took 
out a cold fowl, some slices of hatfi, bread, salt, and a most 
delicioi^ piece of cold plum-pudding, alid a little glass of 
brandy afterwards. 

As they travelled, this plain-looking, queer woman 
talked to Giglio on a variety of subfects, in which the poor 
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Prince showed Ms ignorance as nmch as she did her 
capacity. He owned, with many blushes, how ignorant 
► he was; on which the lady said, My dear Gigl— -my 
good Mr. Giles, jou are a young, man, and have plenty of 
time before you. You have nothing to do but to improve 
yourself. Who^ knows but that you may find use for 


your knowledge some day ? * 


-wh^n yoU'*may be 


wd^nted at home, as some people may be.’ 

‘ Good heavens, madam f ’ says he, ‘ do you know i3e ? ’ 

‘ I know a number of iunny things,’ says the lady, I 
have been at some people’s christenings, snod turned away 
from other folks’ doors. I have seen some people spoilt 
hf good* fortune, and others, as I hope, improved by hard- 
ship. I advise you to stay at the ^wn where the coach 
stops for the night. Stay th?re and study, and remem- 
ber your old friend to 'v^om you were kind.’ ^ 

‘ And who is my old friend ? ’ asked Giglio. 

‘ When you want anything,’ says the lady, ‘ look in 
this bag, which I leave to you as\ present, and be grate- 
ful to ’ 

■ ‘ To •whom, madam ? ’ sa;^ he. 

^ To the Fairy Blaojcstick,’ says the lady, flying out 
of the window. And when Giglio asked the conductor 
if he knew where the Jady was % ^ \ 

‘ "VJhat lady*? ’ says the man ; ‘ there has been no lady 
in this coach, except the old* woman, who got out.,at* 
the last sHige.’ And Giglio thougfffc he tad been dream- 
ing. But there was the^foag which Blackstick had givem 
him lying, on his lap ; and when he came '•to the town 
he todk it in his hand and went into the inn. 

They gave him a very bad bedroom, and Gi^io, when 
he woke in the mornifig, fancying himself in«the Eoyal 
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Palace at home, cafled, ‘ John, Charles, Thomas 1 My 
chocolate — my dressing-gown — my slippers ’ ; hut 
nobody came. There was no bell, so he went and bawled 
out for waiter on the top of the stairs. ^ 

The landlady came up, looking — looking like Miis — « 



‘^hat are you a hollaring a£d a bellaring for here, 
young man ? ’ says she. 

‘ There’s no warm water — no servants ; my boots are 
not even cleaned.’ 

‘ He, he ! Clean ’em yourself,’ says the landlady. 

‘ You young students give^ yourselves pretty airs. I 
never heard such impudence.’ 

‘ I’ll quit the house this instant,’ says Giglio. 

‘ The sooner the better, young .man. Pay your bill 
and be off. All my rooms is wanted for gentlefolks, and 
mot for such as you.’ 

‘ You may wejl kee^ the Bear Inn,’ said Gigfe). ' You 
should have yourself pkinted as4he sign.’ 

The landlady of the Bear went away growling. And 
Giglio returned to his room, where the first thing he saw 
was the lairy bag lying on the table, which seemed to 
give a littjp hop as he caTxue in. ‘ I hope it has some 
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breakfast in it,’ says Giglio, ‘ for I have only a very little 
money left.’ But on opening the bag, what do you think 
^ was there ? A blacking-brush and a pot of Warren’s jet, 
and on the pot was written— 

Poor young men their boots must black : 

Use mfc and cork me and put me back. 

So*6iglio laughed and blackedliis boots, and put back the 
brush anS. the bottle into t3?e bag, ^ 

When he had done dressing himself, the bag gave 
another little hop, and he went to it and took out — 

1. A tablecloth and a napkin. 

2. A Sugar-basin full of the best loaf-sugar. 

4, 6, 8, 10. Two forks, two teaspoons, two knives, and a 
pair of sugar tongs, and Abutter-knife, all marked 6. 

11, 12, 13. A teacup, laucer, and slop-basin. 

14. A jug full of delicious cream. 

15. A canister with black tea and green. 

16. A large tea-urn and boiling water. 

17. A saucepan, containing three eggs nicely done. 

18. A quarter of a pound t>f best Epping butter. 

19. A brown loaf. 

And if he hadn’t enough now for a good breakfast, I 
should like to know who ever had on§ ? ^ 

Giglio, havifig had his breakfast, popped all the things 
back into the bag, and went out looking for lodgings. ^ I ' 
forgot to%ay th^t this celebrated^univ^rsity town was 
called Bosforo, ^ ^ 

He took a modest lodging opposite the Schools, paid his 
bill at the inn, and went to his apartment with his trunk, 
carpet bag, and not forgetting, we may be sure, Ms 
other baff. ^ ^ 
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When he opened ms trunk, which the day before he had 
filled with his best clothes, he found it contained only 
books. And in the first of them which he opened there "" 
was written — f 

® ' tf- 

Clothes for the back, books for the head : 

Read and remember them when they are read. 

A - - 

And in his bag, when Giglio looked in it, he founds a 
studf.nt’s cap and gown, a wting-book full of paper, 



an inkstand, pens, and a J ohnson’s dictionary, which was 
wery useful to him, as his spelling had been sadly 
neglected. ® ^ 

, So he sat down and worked away, very, very hard for 
a whole year, during which ‘ Mr. GilW ’ was quite an 
example to all the students in the University of Bosforo. 
He never^got into any riots or disturbances. The Pro- 
fessors all %poke well of hilh, and fhe students liked him 
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too ; so that, when at examination, he took all the prizes, 
viz.”~ 


The Spelling Prize 
The Writing^Prize 
Th^ History Prize 
The Catechism Prize 


' The French Prize 
The Arithmetic Prize 
The Latin Prize 
. The Good Conduct Prize, 

all his fellow-students said, ‘ ^f^urray ! Hurray f5r Giles ! 
Giles is the boy — the studesiPs joy ! Hurray for Giles ! ’ 
And he brought quite^a quantity of medals, crowns, 
books, and tokens of distinction home to his lodgings! 

One day after the Examinations, as he^was diverting 
himself^ at a coffee-house with two friends — (Did I tell 
you that in his bag, every Saturday night, he found just 
enough to pay his bills, with^a gumea over, for pocket- 
money ? Didn’t I telJi you ? Well, he did, as sure as 
twice twenty makes forty-five) — he chanced to look ii? the 
Bosforo Chronicle, and read off, quite easily (for he could, 
spell, rea^, and write the longest words now), the 
following: — 

‘ EqMANTio CiBCUMSTAN^E, — One of the most extra- ' 
ordinary adventures that we have ever heard has set the 
neighbouritig country of Crim Tartary in a state of great 
excitement. ^ 

^ It will be Remembered that when'the present revered 
sovereign of Crim Tartary, His Majesty ‘King Faiella,* 
took possession ^of the throne, aft%r having vanquished, 
in the terrific battle qf Blunderbusco, the late Eiqg 
Cavolfiore, that Prince’s only child, the Princess J^osalba, 
was imt found in the royal palace, of which King Padella 
took possession, and, it was said, had strayed into the 
forest (being abandoned by Slkher attendants]^ where she 



r , r. ■ ' ■ €'■ r 

, (C- . 

100 IN 'THE PAPERS HERE WE READ 

r 

tad been eaten up by those ferocious lions, the last pair 
of which were captured some time since, and brought to 
the Tower, after killing several hundred persons. 

‘ His Majesty King Padella, who has the kindest heart 
in the world, was grieved at the accident which hard 
occurred to the harmless little Princess^ for whorfi His 
Majest^s known benevole^be would certainly have pro- 
vided a fitting establishment^. But her death spemed'^to 
be certain. The mangled remS-ins of a cloak, and a little 
shoe, were found in the forest, during a hunting-party, 
in which the intrepid sovereign of Grim Tartary slew two 
of the lion’s cubs with his own spear. And these interest- 
ing relics of an innocent little creature were carried hom% 
and kept by their findTer, the Baron Spinachi, formerly an 
officer in Cavolfiore’s household. The Baron was dis- 

fT) 

graced in consequence of his kno^wn legitimist opinions, 
and has lived for some time in the'^humble capacity of a 
woodcutter, in a forest on the outskirts of the Kingdom 
of Grim Tartary. 

‘ Last Tuesday week Baron Spinachi and a number of 
gentlemen attached to the :^rmer dynasty, appeared in 
arms, crying, “ God save Eosalba, the first Queen of 
Grim Tartary ! ” and surrounding a lady whom report 
describes beautiful exceedingly^ ^ Her history m^y 
be authentic, is certainly most romantic. r 

‘^The personage calling herself Rosalba states that she 
was brought out^f th#forest, fifteen year's sincef by a lady 
in a car drawn by dragons (this account is certainly 
'imp'obeble), “that she was left in the "^Palace Garden of 
Blombodinga, where Her Eoyal Highness the Princess 
Angelica, now married to His Eoyal Highness Bulbo, 
Crown Prince of Grim TSrtary, found the child, and, 
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witK that elegant henewlence ^^hich lias always distin- 
guislied the heiress of the throne of Pafiagonia, gave the 
^ little outcast a shelter and a home ! Her parentage not 
being known, and her garb very humble, the foundling 
was educated in the Palace in a menial capacity, under 
the n%me of Bet^inda. 

‘ She did not give satisf^tion,' and -nwas dismissed, 
carrying^with her, certainlj^ part of a mantle and a shoe, 
which she had on when Srst found. According t^ her 
statement she quitted Blombodinga about a year ago, 
since which time she has been with the Spinach! family. 
On the very same morning the Prince Giglio, nephew to 
tlie King of Paflagonia, a young Prince whose character 
for talent and order were, to say trtfth, none of the highest, 
also quitted Blombodinga, an&. has not been since heard 
of!’ 

What an extraordinary story ! ’ said Smith and Jones, 
two young students, Giglio’s especial friends. 

Ha ! what is this ? ’ Giglio went on, reading — 

‘ SEgoND Edition, Expruss, — ^We hear that the troop " 
under Baron Spinachi has been surrounded, and utterly 
routed, by General Count Hogginarmo, and the soi-disant 
Princess is sent a prisoner to tli^p capital. ^ 

‘ Universiw News. — Yesterday, at the Schools, the 
distinguished young student, Mr. Giles, read a LaJ^in* 
oration, ^d was complimented oy tl^ Chancellor of 
Bosforo, Dr. Prugnaro^ with the highest University 
honour — the wooden spoon.’ • m 

‘ Never mind that stuf,’ says Giles, greatly disturbed. 

‘ Come home with me, my ^friends. Gallajit Smith! 
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intrepid Jones ! friends of my studies— partakers of my 
academic toils — d have tkat to tell shall astonish your 
honest minds.’ 

‘ 6o it, old boy ! ’ cried the impetuous Smith. 

‘ Talk away, my buck ! ’ says Jones, a lively fellow. 

With an air of indescribable dignity ,<» Giglio checked 
their natural, hut no mor%seemly, familiarity. ‘ Jones, 
Smith, ^ my good friends,’ said the Prince, ‘ disguise is 
henceforth useless ; I am no nv>re the humble student 
Gi?es, I am the descendant of a royal line.’ 

‘ Atavis edits regibus, I know, old co ,’ cried Jones. 

He was going to say old cock, but a flash from th|) royal 
EYE again awed him. ^ 

‘ Friends,’ continued the Prince, ‘ I am that Giglio, I 
am, in fact, Paflagonia. Rise, Snq^th, and kneel not in the 
pub^iic street. J ones, thou true heart ! My faithless uncle, 
^ when I was a baby, filched from me that brave crown 
my father left me, bred me, all young and careless of my 
rights, like unto hapless Hamlet, Prince of Denmark ; 
and had I any thoughts about my wrongs, soothed me 
with promises of near redress. I should espoilse his 
daughter, young Angelica ; we two indeed should reign 
in Paflagonia, His words were false — false as Angelica’s 
heart !— false- as Angelic^a’s hair, ^colour, front teeth ! 
She looked with her skew^eyes upon youn§ Bulbo, Grim 
'Tartary’s stupid heii^ and she preferred him. ’Twas 
then I turned my eyes upon Betsinda— Bosalba, as she 
now is. And I saw in her the blushing sum of all per- 
fection 7 the'^pink of maiden modesty ; the nymph 
my fond h^art had ever woo’d in dreams,’ etc. etc. 

(I don’t give this speech,. '^^^7 fine, but 

- very long and though Smith and Jones knew nothing 
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about tbe circumstances, my deair reader does, so I 
go on.) 

Tbe Prince and bis young friends hastened borne to 
bis apartment, highly excited by tbe intelligence, as no 
cjpubt iby tbe royal narrator's admirable manner of 
recounting it, and they ran up to bis room where he bad 
worked so bard at bis books* ^ ^ 

On bis writing-table was bis%ag, grown so long that the 
Prince could not help remarking it. He wenf l!io it, 
opened it, and what do ^ou think he found in it ? , 

A splendid long, gold-handled, red-vel'^et-scabbarded, 
cut-and-tbrust sword, and on tbe sheath was embroidered 
iRosAiiBA FOR Ever ! ’ 

He drew out tbe sword, which flashed and illuminated 
tbe whole room, and calle(^ out ‘ Rosalba for ever ! ’ 
Smith and Jones following Mm, but quite respectfully 
this time, and taking"* tbe time from His Royal High- 
ness. 

And noV bis trunk opened ^itb a sudden pong, and 
out there came three ostrich feathers in a gold crown, 
surroryiding a beautiful shming steel helmet, a cuirass, a ’ 
pair of spurs, finally a complete suit of armour. 

The books on Giglio’s shelves were all gone. Where 
there had been some great dictionaries, Giglio’s friends 
found two pairs of jack-boots labelled, ‘ Lieutenant 

Smith,’ ‘ = Jones, Esq.,’ wMch fitted them to a nicety? 

Besides, there were helmets, ba®k aii^ breast plates, 
swords, etc., just like ipi Mr. G. P. R. James’s novels ; 
and that evening^three cavaliers might hawe b^en seen 
issuii^ from the gates of Bosforo, in whom the porters, 
proctors, etc., never thought of recognising -^he young 
Prince and his friends? ^ 
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They got horses a 
BW bridle until t 
mtier before vou 


their animals were tired, and the cavaliers hungry, they 
s^bpped^ and refreshed at an hostel, el could make a 
chapter Of this if I were like some writers, hut I like to 
cram my measure tight down, you see, and give you a 
great deal for your money, ^nd, in ar word, they had some 
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bread and cheese, and ale upstairs hn the balcony of the 
inn. As they were drinking, drums and trumpets 
sounded nearer and nearer, the market-place was filled 
with soldiers, and His Royal Highness looking forth, 



recognised the Paflagonian banners, an^ the Paflagonian ** 
national air which the bands were playing.^ * 

The troops all made for the tavern at once, anS as they 
came up Giglio exclaimed, on beholding thieir leader, 

' Whom do I see? ^Yes ^ J^o ! It is, it is I Phoo 1 • 
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I Noj it can’t be ! Yes ! It is mj friend, my gallant 

■ ^ faithful veteran^ Captain Hedzofi! Ho! Hedzofil 
Knowest thou not thy Prince, thy Giglio ? Good 
Corporal, methinks once were friends.^ Ha, Sergeant, 

I I ^ an my memory serves me rights we have had manj a bouf. 
I at singlestick.’ . f 

‘ 5 ^ r fa^h, we^have a many, good my Lord,’ says the 

--cr- Sergeant. 

, ; TrlFme, what means this ^mighty armament,’ con- 

tim^ed His Royal Highness from the balcony, ‘ and 
whither march ^y Paflagonians ? ’ 

Hedzo:ff’s head fell, ‘ My Lord,’ he said, ‘ we march as 
^ the allies of the great padelfa. Grim Tartary ’s monarch.’'^ 
‘ Grim Tartary’s u<5urper, gallant Hedzoff ? Grim 

Tartary’s grim tyrant, honest Hedzof! ! ’ said the Prince, 

on the balcony, quite sarpasticail/! 

A soldier. Prince, must needs obey his orders * mine 
Majesty Padella. And also (though alack 
that I should say it I) tC seize wherever I should light 
upon him — — ’ 

; ‘ First catch your hare ! haj Hedzof ! ’ exclaimed His 

.1 ^ Royal Highness. 

' —On the body of Giglio, whilome Prince^ of Pafla- 

. Hedz<^f went on^ with inc^escribable emotion. 

^ ' My Prince, give up ypur sword without ^-do. Lopkl 

we are thirty thousand mef to one ! ’ 
s; ^ ‘ Give up my ^swori ! Giglio give up his ^word ! ’ 

P ^ cried the Prince •; and stepping wll forward on to the 
,'s balcony, ^the royal youth, without j)Tejpdf0iou, delivered 

a speech so magnificent, that no report can do justice to 
^it. It was all in blank verse (in which, from this time, 
he inyariaWj spoke, as uKofe be^omiug his majestic 

I- 
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station). It lasted for three days and three nights, 
during which not a single person who heard him was tired, 

^ or remarked the difference between daylight and dark. 
The soldiers only cheering tremendously, when occasion- 
ally, ohce in nine hours, the Prince paused to suck an 
orange, which Jones took out of the hag. He explained, 
in terms which we say we §^ali not attempt to* convey, 
tHe whqle history of the previous transaction, and his 
determination not only^nht to give up his sword, Uht to 
assume his rightful crown ; and at the end of this extra- 
ordinary, this truly gigantic efiort, Captain Hedzofi 
flung up his helmet, and cried, ^ Hurray ! Hurray ! 
Ijong live King Giglio ! ■ 

Such were the consequences of having employed his 
time well at College ! ^ * 

When the excitement had ceased, beer was ordered 
out for the army, and their Sovereign himself did not dis- 
dain a little 1 And now it was with some alarm that 
Captain bedzoff told him his division was only the 
advanced guard of the Paflagonian contingent, hastening 
to Kkig Padella’s aid; tSe main force being a day’s 
march. in the rear under His Eoyal Highness Prince 
Bulbo, 

» ' We will wait here, good Mend, io be^i* the Prince,’ 
His.Maj esty •said, ‘ and will make his royal father 
wince.’ ^ 




, LITTLE SUFFERING" r 


" WE RETURN T5 JIOSALBA 

King- Padell^^ made very similar proposals to Rosalba 
to those which she had received from the various princes 
who, as we have seen, had fallen in love with hef. Hia?* 
Majesty was a widower, and offered to marry his fair 
captive that instant, but she declined his invitation in 
her usual polite gentle manner, st^cing that Prince Giglio 
was her love, and that any other*" union was out of the 
^(uestion. Having tried tears and supplications in vain, 
this violent-tempered monarch menaced her with threats 
and tortures ; but she declared she would rather suffer 
^11 these than accept the hand of her father’s murderer, 
who left her finally, uttering the most awful imprecations, 
and bidding her prepare for death on the* following 
morning. 

All night long tlie King spent in advising how^ he 
should get rid of this obdurate young creature. Cutting 
off lier head was much too easy a death for her ;« hanging 
was so common in His Majesty’s dominions that it no 
longer afforded him any sport ; finally, he bethought 
himself of a pair of fierce lions which had lately been 
sent to hinl as presents, and he determined, with these 
^ferocious brutes, to hunt poOT S-osalba down. Adjoining 
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Ms castle was an ampMtlieatre where the Prince indulged 
in bull-haiting, rat-hunting, and other^ferocious sports. 
^ The two lions were kept in a cage under this place ; their 
roaring might he heard over the whole city, the inhabi- 
t-ants of which, I am sorry to say, thronged in numbers 



tg see a poor youiig lady gobbled up ]py two wild 
beasis. • 

The King took his place in the royal box, having jthd 
officers of*his Court around and th^Coui^ Hogginarmo by 
his side, upon whom His Majesty was observed to look 
very fiercely ; the*fact is, royal spies had told the saonarch 
of Hogginarmo’s behaviour, his proposals to Eosalba, and 
his ofier to fight for the crown. Black as thunder looked 
King Padella at this ]^roud noble, as they sat*in the front 
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seats of tlie theatre ''waiting to see the tragedy whereof 
poor Rosalba was to be the heroine. 

At length that Princess was brought out in her night- r 
gown, with all her beautiful hair, falling down her back, 
and looking so pretty that even the beef-eate^rs ai^ 
keepers of the wild animals wept plentifully at seeing 
her. And she ^walked with her poor little feet (only 
luckily the arena was covired with sawdust), and went 
and leaned up against a great '^tone in the centre of the 

r* 
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amphitheatre, round which the Court and the people 
- were seated in boxes, with bars before them, ‘for fear of 
the great, fierce, red-maned, black-throated, long-tailed, 
roaring, bellowing, imshing lions. And n«w the gates 
were opened, and with a wurrawarrurawarar two great 
lean, hungry, roaring Icons rushed out of their den, where 
they had been kept for three weeks on nothing but a 
little toast-and-water, and dashed steaight up to the 
stone where poor Rosalba was waiting. Commend her 
to your patron saint, all you kind people, for she is in a 
" dreadful state ! <> 
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There was a hum and a buzz all through the circns^ 
and the fierce King Padella even felt ajittle compassion.- 
But Count Hogginarmo, seated by His Majesty, roared 
out ‘ Hurray ! .Now for it ! Soo-soo-soo ! ' that noble-- 
man b^ing uncommonly angry still at Eosalba’s refusal 
of hfm. 

But 0 strange event ! 0^ remarkabb circumstance I 

0 extraordinary coincidence, whioh I am sure none of 

you could any jpossMity have divined ! Wli^ the 
lions came to Rosalba, instead of det^ouring her with their 
great teeth, it was with kisses they gobbled her up ! 
They licked her pretty feet 3 they nuzzled their noses in 
lier lap, they moo’d, they seelned to say, ‘ Dear, dear’ 
sister, don’t you recollect your brothers in the forest ? ’’ 
And she put her pretty whlie arms round their tawny 
necks, and kissed them. ^ 

King Padella was*immensely astonished. The Count 
Hogginarmo was extremely disgusted. ‘ Pooh ! ’ the^ 
Count cried. ‘ Gammon ! ’ ^claimed his Lordship. 

‘ These lions are tame beasts come from Wombwell’s 
or Astley’s. It is a shame'^to put people off in this way.^ 

1 believe they are little boys dressed up in door-mats. 
They are no lions at all.’ 

* ' Ha ! ’ said the King, ' you dare to say'’" gammon ” 
to your Sovereign, do you ? These lions are no lions at 
all, aren’t they 1 Ho ! my beef-eaters ! Ho ! my bpdy- 
guard ! *Take this Count Hogginarmo ^ind fling him into 
the circus ! Give him a sword and buckler, let him keep 
his armour on, and his weather-eye out, smd fight these 
lions.’ 

The haughty Hogginarmo laid down his opera-glass, ^ 
and looked scowling'^ round %t the King arfd his atten- 
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dants. ‘ Touch me not, dogs ! ’ he said, ‘ or by St. 

Nicholas the Eldrer, I will gore you ! Your Majesty 

thinks Hogginarmo is afraid ? No, not of a hundred 

thousand lions ! Follow me dowil into tlie circus, King 

Padella, and match thyself against one of yon Brutesf 

Thou darest not. Let them both con>« on, then ! ’ 

And opehing a ‘grating of |the box, he jumped lightly 

down into the circus. r 

'■ © 

Wurra wurra wurra wur^aw-aw-aw ! ! ! 

In about two minutes 

c 

The Count Hogginarmo was 

GOBBLED UP r ^ 

thosetJions, 
bones, boots, and all, 
and t. 

‘ There was an 

En4 of him. 

At this, the King said, ‘ Serve him right, the rebellious 
ruffian ! And now, as those lions won’t eat that young 

woman ’ ^ 

‘ Let her o:ff ! — ^let her ofi ! ’ cried the crowd. 

‘ NO ! ’ roa;»*ed the King. ‘ Let- the beef-eaters go 
down and chop her into small pieces. If th^ lions defend 
Her,c let the archers shoot them to death. That hussy 
shall die in tortures ! ’ ^ 

A-a-ah ! ’ cried the crowd. ‘ Shame ! shame ! ’ 

‘ Who^dares cry out shame ? ’ cried the furious poten- 
tate (so little can tyrants command their passions). 
Fling any scoundrel who says a word down among the 
lions I ’ c- ^ 
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I warrant yon there was a dead silence then, which was 
broken by a Pang arang pang pangk^rangpang, and a 
Knight and a Herald rode in at the further ^nd of -•the 
circus : the Knight, in fnll armour, with his vizor up, 
and bel-ring a letter on the point of his lance. 

‘ Ha ! ’ exclaimed the King, ' by my fay, ’tis Elephant 
and Castle, pursuivant of m^ j}rother of Paflagonia ; and 
tlie Knight, an my memgry serves me, is the^^gallant 
Captain HedzoS ! What* news from Paflagonia, gliilant 
Hedzolf ? Elephant and Castle, beshrew me, l)ij 
trumpeting must have made thee thirsty. What will my 
trusty Herald like to drink ? ’ 

‘ Bespeaking first safe conduct from your Lordship,’ 
said Captain Hedzofi, ‘ before we talce a drink of anything, 
permit us to deliver om Km§B message.’ 

‘ My Lordship, ha J[ ’ said Crim Tartary, frowming 
terrifically. ^ That tftle soundeth strange in the anointed ^ 
ears of a crowned King. Straightway speat out your 
message, fenight and Herald ! ’ ^ 

Eeining up his charger in a most elegant manner close 
under 'the King’s balcony, Bedzofi turned to the Herald, 
and bade him begin. 

Elephant and Castle, dropping his trumpet over his 
shoulder, took a large sheet of ipaper^ out o| his hat, and 
began to read^:^ — 

^ 0 Ye^! 0 Yes ! 0 Yes ! Kiiow ajl men by these 
presents, that we, Giglio, King of Paflagonia, Grand 
Duke of Cappadocia, Sovereign Prince of Ti^rkeyiand the 
Sausage’ Islands, having assumed our rightful throne 
and title, long time falsely borne by our usurping Uncle, ^ 
styling himself King ol Paflagbnia — — ’ 
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‘ Ha ! ^ growled Padella. 

' Hereby summon tlie false traitor, Padella, calling 
himself King of Grim Tartary- ’ <• 

The King’s curses were dreadful. ‘Go on, Elephant 
and Castle ! ’ said the intrepid Hedzoff. 

‘ — T6 releases from co^rdly imprisonment his liege 
lady a^d rightful Sovereign,^ Rosalba, Queen. of Grim 
Tartary, and restore her to her :fpyal throne : in default 
of - which, I, Giglio, proclaim the said Padella sneak, 
traitor, humbifg, usurper, and coward. I challenge him 
to meet me, with fists or with pistols, with battle-axe or 
sword, with blunderbuss or singlestick, alone or at the 
head of his army, on foot or on horseback ; and will prove 
my words upon his wicked ugly ]jody ! ’ 

(I? 

‘ God save the King ! ’ said Captain Hedzofi, executing 
a demi volte, two semilunes, and three caracols. 

‘ Is that all ? ’ said I^adella, with the terrific calm of 
^ concentrated fury. 

‘ That, sir, is all my royaFmaster’s message. Here is 
His Majesty’s letter in autograph, and here is hfs glove, 
and if any gentleman of Grim Tartary chooses to find 
fault with Majesty’s expression^, I, Tufiskin Hedzo^, 
Captain of the Guard, am very much at hk service, i and 
he. waved his lance, and looked at the assembly all 
round. ^ 

r ‘ And what says my good brother of Pafiagonia, my 
dear son’s father-in-law, to this rub^oish ? asked the 
King. ^ 

‘ The King’s uncle hath been deprived of the crown he 
unjustly wore,’ said Hedzoff gravely. ‘ He and his 



7 


. STILL ^WO¥LD POOR ROSALBA MARTYR 115 

■ ■ ' * ■ ■»» 

ex-minister, Glumboso, are now ia prison waiting the 
sentence of my royal master. After the battle of Bom- 
bardaro — 

‘ Of what ? ’ asked the surprised Padella. 

^ ‘ Of IPombardaro, where my liege, his present Majesty, 
would have performed prodigies of valour, but that the 
whole of his uncle’s army caj^e over to our side.^with the 
ex^ception of Prince Bulbo.’ ^ 

‘ Ah ! *my boy, my bo^f my Bulbo was no ti^iior ! ’ 
cried Padella. '* ^ 

‘ Prince Bulbo, far from coming over to us, ran aw^y, 
sir ; but I caught him. The Prince is a prisoner in our 
%rmy, Jind the most terrific tortures await him if a hair 
of the Princess Rosalba’s head is i^ijured.’ 

‘ Do they ? ’ exclaimed tht furious Padella, who was 
now perfectly livid wi'^h rage. ‘ Do they indeed ? So 
much the worse for Btilbo. I’ve twenty sons as lovely 
each as Bulbo. Not one but is as fit to reign as Bulbo. ’ 
Whip, wh^ck, flog, starve, rack|»punish, torture Bulbo — 
break all his bones — roast him or flay him alive — pull all 
his pretty teeth out one % one! But justly dear as* 
Bulbo is to me, — joy of my eyes, fond treasure of my soul ! 
— Ha, ha, 'ha, ha! revenge is dearer still. Ho! tor- 
turers, rack-men, executioners — light up the fires and 
niake the pii^cers hot ! get lots of l^oilingTiead ! — Bring 
out feoSALBA ! ’ • , 
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fiow HEDZOFF ROD&^ACK AGAIN TO 
KING GIGLIO 

r ' 

Captain Hedzopp rode away when King Padella uttered 
this cruel command, having done his duty in delivering 
the message with whfch his royal master had entrusted 
him. Of course he was vefy sorry for Rosalba, but what 
coujd he do ? ^ 

So he returned to King Giglio^s'^camp, and found the 
^ young monarch in a disturbed state of mind, smoking 
cigars in the royal tent. ^ His Majesty’s agitatibn was not 
appeased by the news that was brought by his ambassa- 
dor. ^ The brutal ruthless raffian royal wretch ! Giglio 
exclaimed. ' As England’s poesy has well remarked, 
“ The man that lays his hand upon a woman, save in 
the way of kindness, is a^villain.” Ha, Hedzoff ! ’ 

f r * 0 

‘ That he is, your Majesty,’ said the attendant. 

And didst thou see hef flung into the oil ? and didn’t 
the soothing oil— th# emollient oil, refuse to rboil, good 
{ledzoff — and to spoil the fairest lady ever eyes did 
look oiv-^ ’ c 

‘ Faith, good my liege, I had no heart to look and see a 
beauteous lady boiling down ; I took your royal message 
to Padella^ and bore his 6ack to^you. I told Mm you 
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would hold Prince Bulbo answerable. He only said that 
he had twenty sons as good as Bulbo, -and forthwith he 
bade the ruthless executioners proceed.’ ^ ^ 














‘ 0 cruel father — 0 unhappy son ! ’ cried the King. 

^ Go, some of you, and bring Prince Bulbo hithea?.’ 

Bulbo was brought in chains, looking very uncomfort- 
able. Though a prisoner, he had been tolerably happy, ^ 
perhaps because his nSind wa?at rest, and all*the fighting 
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wa§ over, and he was playing at marbles with his guards 
when the King stint for him. 

**0h, my poor Bulbo/ said His Majesty, with looks of 
infinite compassion, ‘ hast thou heard the-news ? ’ (for you 
see (xiglio wanted to break the thing gently to the trinc^, 
' thy brutal father has condemned Rosalba — p-p-p-ut 
her to d^ath, P^^p-p-prince rSulbo ! ' 

‘ Wbat, killed Betsinda ! r Boo-hoo-hoo,’ cried out 
Bulbo. ‘ Betsinda ! pretty ^ et^inda ! dear Betsinda ! 
She was the dearest little girl in the world. I love her 
better twenty 'thousand times even than Angelica,’ and 
he went on expressing his grief in so hearty and unafiiected 
a manner that the King was quite touched by it, and said"^, 
shaking Bulbo’s hand!, that he wished he had known 
Bulbo sooner. ' ^ 

Balbo, quite unconsciously, and meaning for the best, 
^offered to come and sit with His Majesty, and smoke a 
cigar with him, and console him. The royal kindness 
supplied Bulbo with a cigar ; he had not had one, he 
^said, since he was taken prisoner. 

And now think what must have been the feelings of 
the most merciful of monarchs, when he informed his 
prisoner that, in consequence of King Padella’s cruel and 
dastardly behaviour e to Hosalba, Prince Bulbo must 
instantly be executed! ^The noble Gigfio couid*^not 
restrain his tears, nor could the Grenadiers, nor the 
officers, nor coul^l Bufbo himself, when the matter was 
explained to him, and he was brought to understand that 
His Maj^esty’s promise, of course, was above every thing, 
and Bulbo must submit. So poor Bulbo was led out, 
r Hedzofi trying to console him, ^7 out that if he 

had won the battle of BombardarOj he might have hanged 


: 


BULBO^ PllNS SEEM WELL-NIGH, ENDED 119 


Prince Giglio. ‘Yes! But that Is no comfort to me 
now ! ’ said poor Bulbo ; nor indeed was it, poor 
^ fellow ! , 

He was told, the business would be done the next 
Morniilg at eight, and was taken back to his dungeon, 
whefe every attention was paid to him. The gaoler’s 
wife sent him tea, and the ^turnkey’s daughter begged 
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him tq write his name in her album, where a many 
gentlemen had wrote it on like occasions 1 ‘ Bother 

your album! ’ says^Bulbo. The Undertaj^r came and 
measured him for the handsomest coffin which money 
could buy — even this didn’t console Bulbo. The Cook 
brought bim'dishes which he on<S^ use^ to like ; but he 
wouldn’t touch them : he sat down and began writii^g 
an adieu to Angelica, as the clock kept always ticking, 
andYihe hands drawing nearer to next morning. The 
Barber came in at night, and offered to shave him for the 
next day. Prince Bfflbo kicked him away, .^nd went on 
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writing a few words ^to Princess Angelica, as tlie clock 
kept always ticking, and tke hands hopping nearer and 
nearer to next morning. He got np on the top of a 
hat-l)ox, (5n the top of a chair, on the top of his bed, on 
the top of his table, and looked out to'^see whetJier he 
might escape as the clock kept always ticking and the 
hands drawing nearer, and nearer, and nearer. 

But looking out of the'Vindow was one thing, and 

r 




' jumping another: and the town clock struck'' seven. 
'So he got in^o bed for a little sleep, but the gaoler came 
and woke hin£; and Said, ‘ Git up, your Eop,l Ighness, if 
ten minutes^ to eight ! ^ 

So poor Bulbo gotmp : he had gone to b^d in his 
clothes (the lazy 'boy), and he shook himself, and said 
he didn’t rmx^d. about dressing, or havicig any breakfast, 
thank you ; and he saw the soldiers who had come for 
him. ‘ Lead on ! ’ he said; and they led the way, 
^ deeply affeeted ; and the??’ ^'earner into the courtyard, 
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and out into tlie square, and there -^as King Giglio come 
to take leave of him, and His Majesty rqost kindly shook 
^ hands with him, and the gloomy procession marched |)n : 
-—when hark ! ^ 

^ Hav;»— wurraw— wurraw — aworr ! 

A roar of wild beasts was heard. And who should come 
riding into the town, frightening away th§ boys, ^nd even 
tile beadle and policeman, but Rosalba ! 
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The fact is, that when Captain Hedzofi entered into* ' 
the court of Snapdragon Castle^ and was disoouxsing with 
I^ing Padella, the lions made a da^ at tlie open gate,, 
gobbled up the six beef-eaters in a jify, and away they I 

went with Rcfealba on the back of»one of them, and they "I 

carried her, turn and turn about, till they came to the ^ ^ ! 

city where Prince Giglio’s army was encamped. 

When the Kino heard of the Queen’s arrival, you may 
think how he rushed out of his breakfast-rooan to hand 
Her Majesty oh her Mon ! •'She lions were grown as fat"^ « 
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as pigs now, having tad Hogginarmo and all those beef- 
eaters, and werecso tame, anybody might pat them. 

While Giglio knelt (most gracefully) and helped the 
Princess, Bulbo, for his part, ruched up and Mssed the 
lion. He flung his arms round the forest monafch ; he 



hugged him? and laughed, and cried for joy. ‘ Oh, you 
darling old beast, oh, how glad l am to see*you, and the 

dear, dear Bets— that is, Hosalba.’ 

‘ What, is it yo^ ? pibr Bulbo ! ’ said the QueCn. ‘ Oh, 
how glad I am to see you,’ and she gave him her hand to 
Mss. J^jng Giglio slapped him most Mndly on the back, 
and said, ‘ Bulbo, my boy, I am delighted, for your'sakei 
that Her Majesty has arrived/ 

‘ So^am I" said Bulbo ; ‘’and yoif Ttnow why.' Captain 
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Hedzoff here came up. ‘ Sire, is half-past eight : 
shall we proceed with the execution ? 

‘ Execution ! what for ? ’ asked Bulbo. » 

‘ An officer only ki?ows his orders/ replied Captain 
HedzoS, showing his warrant, on which His Majesty 
King Gigli o sn^lingly said, ‘ Prince Bulbo was reprieved 
this time,’ and most graciou’s^y invited him to hceakfast. 
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HOW A TEBMENDOUS BATTLE TOOK PLACE, 
AND WHO WON IT 

e 

As soon as King Padella heard, what we know already, 
that his victim, the lovely Rosalba, had escape'll him* 
His Majesty’s fury kr^hw no bounds, and he pitched the 
Lord Chancellor, Lord Chamberlain, and every officer 
of the Crown whom he could set eyes on, into the cauldron 
of boiling oil prepared for the Princess. Then he ordered 
out his whole army, horse, foot, and artillery ; and set 
forth at the head of an Innumerable host, and I should 
think twenty thousand drummers, trumpeters, and 
"fifers, ^ # 

King Giglio’s advanced guard, you may be sui^e, kept 
that monarch acquainted with the enemy’s dealings, 
and he was In no wise disconcerted,.. He was much tqo 
polite to alarm the Princess, his lovely gu^st, with^any 
mnecessary rumours of battles impending ; on the con- 
trary, he did eveyythiifg to amuse and divert her : gave 
her a most elegant breakfast, dinner, lunch, and got up a 
ball for her that evening, when he danced with her every 
single dance. 

Poor BiJibo was taken into favour again, and allowed 
to go quite Tree now. He^had neV clothes given him. 
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was called ‘My good cousin V by His Majesty, and was 
treated with, the greatest distinction by everybody. 
But it was easy to see he was very melancholy. The fact 
is, the sight of Betsin^a, who looked perfectly* lovely in 
^ ele^nt new dress, set poor Bulbo frantic in love with 
her again. And he never thought about Angelica, now 
Princess Bulbo, whom he had left at home, and who, as 
we know, did not care much%.bout him. 

The liing, dancing the i^enty-fifth polka with Bo^alba, 
remarked with wonde‘? the ring she wore; and then 
Bosalba told him how she had got it from Gruffan^fi, 
who no doubt had picked it up when Angelica flung it 
^way.** 

‘ Yes,' says the Fairy Blackstick, who had come to see 
the young people, and who iad very likely certain plans 
regarding them. ‘ Tl^t ring I gave the Queen, Giglio’s 
mother, who was not,* saving your presence, a very wise 
woman ; it is enchanted, and whoever wears it looks'^ 
beautiful* in the eyes of the world. I made poor Prince 
Bulbo, when he was christened, the present of a rose 
whicl; made him look hai^some while he had it ; but 
he gave it to Angelica, who instantly looked beautiful 
again, whilst Bulbo relapsed into his natural plainness.' 

‘ Eosalba needs no ring, I am sure,' says GigHo, ivith a 
low^bow. ‘iShe is beautiful enough* in my eyes, without 
any enchanted aid.' . • 

‘ Oh, ^r ! ' said Eosalba. •» 

‘ Take oS the ring and try,’ said t'ne King, and reso- " 
lutely drew the ring ofi her finger. In Ms ^yes she looked 
just*as handsome as before ! 

The King was thinking of throwing the ring away, as 
* it was so dangeroun and •made all the people go ma<r 
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about Eosalba ; but* being ^a Prince of great humour, 
and good humour too, he cast eyes upon a poor youth 
who happened to be looking on very disconsolately, 
-and'said”^- 

' Bulbo, my poor lad ! come and try on this ring> The 
Princess Rosalba makes it a present to you.’ * 

The magic properties of this ring were uncommonly 
strong, for no sooner had ^ulbo put it on, but lo anrd 
beholj|,*he appeared a personal^, agreeable young Prince 
enough — with a fine complexion/fair hair, rather stout, 
and with bandy legs ; but these were encased in such a 
beautiful pair of yellow morocco boots that nobody 
remarked them. And Bulbo’s spirits rose up filmost# 
immediately after he jiad looked in the glass, and he 
talked to their Majesties ii^ the most lively, agreeable 
manner, and danced opposite the ^ueen with one of the 
prettiest maids of honour, and 'aiter looking at Her 
-Majesty, could not help saying — 

' How very odd ! she w very pretty, but notf so extra- 
ordinarily handsome.’ 

- ‘ Oh no, by no means ! ’ sajjs the Maid of Honour. 

‘ But what care I, dear sir,’ says the Queen, who 
overheard them, ‘ if you think I am go(5d-looking 


enough ? 


His Majesty's glance in reply to this afiecti^nate speecfi 
was such that no painter ceuld draw it. And the Fairy 
Bladkstick said, ‘ Bless <you, my darling chiMrei^! Now 
you are united ana happy ; and now you see what I said 
from the first, that a little misfortune hr.s done you both 
good. You, Giglio, had you been bred in prosperity, 
would scarojely have learned to read or write— you would 
'have been idle and extravagant, andi;COuld not have been 
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a good King as now you wiTl be. ^ou, Rosalba, would 
liave been so flattered, that your little bead might have 
4 been turned like Angelica’s, who thought herself too good 
for Giglio.’ ^ 

^ As if anybody could be good enough for Am,’ cried 
Rosaiba. 

‘ Oh, you, you darling ! ’ s§.ys Giglio. And so she was ; 
and he was just holding out Ms arms in order to give her 
a hug before the whole company, when a messengCr-ijame 
rushing in, and said, ‘ My Lord, the enemy ! ’ 

‘ To arms ! ’ cries Giglio, ^ 

‘ Oh, mercy ! ’ says Rosalba, and fainted of course. 

^ He snatched one kiss from her lips, and rushed to 
the field of battle ! 

The Fairy had profided King Giglio with a suit of 
armour, which was ndt only embroidered all over with 
» jewels, and blinding to your eyes to look at, but was’' 
water-prc;of, gun-proof, and swerd-proof ; so that in the 
midst of the very hottest battles EQs Majesty rode about 
as caljply as if he had been®a British Grenadier at Alma.'' 
Were I engaged in fighting for my country, I should like 
such a suft of armour as Prince Giglio wore ; but, you 
know, he was a Prince of a fairy tale, and^they always 
have these wonderful things. 

Besides the fairy armour, the Prince had a fairy horse, 
which wonld gallop at any pace }"^u please ; and a fairy 
sword, which would lengthen and run^^through a whole 
regiment of enemies at once. With sug\ a weapon at 
command, I wonder, for my part, he thought of ordering 
his army out ; but forth they all came, in magnificent 
new uniforms, Hed.'^ofl aAd the Prince’s 4wo college'' 
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iriends each commanding a division, and his Majesty 
prancing in perspn at the head of them all, 

,^h ! if I had the pen of a Sir Archibald Alison, my dear t 
friends, would I not now entertain you with the account 
of a most tremendous shindy ? Should not fiii*3 blo;g?s 
be struck ? dreadful wounds be delivered^? arrows dtirken 
the air,? cannpn balls crarsh through the battalions ? 
cavalry charge infantry ? infantry pitch into cavalry % 
bugks^blow; drums beat; ^aorses neigh; fifes sing ; 
soldiers roar, swear, hurray ; officers shout out ‘ Forward, 
my men 1 ’ ‘ This way, lads ! ’ ‘ Give it ’em, boys ! ’ 
Fight for King Giglio, and the cause of right ! ’ ‘ King 
Padella for ever ! ’ Would I not describe all thi^; I say, 
and in the very fines# language too ? But this humble 
pen does not possess the sidll necessary for the descrip- 
tion of combats. In a word, fTne overthrow of King 
Padella’ s army was so complete,'" that if thefy had been 
Eiissians you could not have wished them to be more 
utterly smashed and corffounded. 

As for that usurping monarch, having performed acts 
"of valour much more considerable than could be e:^)ected 
of a royal ruffian and usurper, who had such a bad cause, 
and who was so cruel to women, — as for King Padella, I 
say," when Iris army ran away, the King ran away too, 
kicking his first general, Prince Punchikofi, froni his 
paddle, and galloping away on the Prince’s horse, having, ■ 
indeed, had twenty-fi'^'e or twenty-six of^his^wn shot 
under him. Hedzofi coming up, and finding Punchikofi 
down, as you may imagine, very sp^dily disposed of 
him. Meanwhile King Padella was scampering as 
hard as hh horse could lay legs to ground, Fast as he 
scampered, 5 promise you somebody else galloped faster ; 
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and tliat individual, as no doubt you are aware, was tbe 
Eoyal Giglio, wbo kept bawling out, ‘ Stay, traitor ! 
Turn, mispreant, and defend tbyself ! Stand, tyrant, 
coward, ruffian, royal wretch, till* I cut -thy ugly head 
from thy usurping shoulders ! ’ And, with his" fairy 
sword, which elongated itself at will. His- Majesty kept 
poking ahd prodding PadeJI’a in the back, until that 
wicked monarch roared with anguish. 

When he was fairly brought 'to bay, Padella turned 
ancl^ dealt Prince Giglio a prodigious crack over the 
sconce with his^ battle-axe, a most enormous weapon, 
which had cut down I don’t know how many regiments 
in the course of the afternoon. But, Law bless you 
though the blow fell right down on His Majesty’s helmet, 
it made no more impressioS that^if Padella had struck 
him with a pat of butter : his battle-axe crumpled up in 
JPadella’s hand, and the Royal Giglio laughed for very 
scorn at the impotent efforts of that atrocious usurper. 

At the ill success of his blow the Grim Tartar monarch 
was justly irritated, ‘ If,’ says he to Giglio, ‘ you ride 
a fairy horse, and wear fairy® armour, what on eajxth is 
the use of my hitting you 1 I may as well givermyself 
up a. prisoner at once. Your Majesty won’t, I suppose, 
be so mean a^s to strike ar poor fellow who can’t strike 
again ? ’ ^ ^ 

Tbe justice of PadeUa^s remark struck the magnanimous 
Giglio. ‘ Do yoxr yield yourself a prisoner, Padella ? ’ 
says he. 

' Of course T do,’ says Padella. 

‘ Do you acknowledge Rosalba as your rightful Queen, 
-and give u^ the crown and^all your treasures to your 
rightful mistress ? ’ ** 
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If I mustj l must/ says Pacfella, who was naturally 
very sulky. 

By this time King Giglio’s aides-de-camp had come up, 
whom^ his Majesty ocdered to bind the prisoner. And 
,they4ied his hands behind him, and bound his legs tight 
under his h^rse, having set him with his face to the 
tail ; and in this fashion be^was led ba»k to K jng Giglio’s ’ 
quarters, and thrust into the very dungeon where young 
Bulbo bad been confine. ♦ 

Padella (who was a very different person in the ^epth 
of his distress, to Padella, the proud wsarer of the Grim 
Tartar crown), now most affectionately and earnestly 
• asked to see his son-his dear eldest boy-his darling 
Bulbo ; and that good-natured*young man never oaee * 
reproached his haughty p^ent for his unkind conduct" 
the day before, whence would have left Bulbo to be shot 
without «ny pity. But came to see his father, and spoke • 
to him through the grating of the door, beyond which Z 
was not Allowed to go ; and brSught him some sandwiches 
from the grand supper which Hfs Majesty was giving 
abov,e stairs, in honour of*the brilliant victory which had 
just been achieved. 

_ ‘J cannot stay with you long, sir,’ says Bulbo, who was 

m his best ball dres.s, as he h^ded his fa1;Ji^r in the’ prog, 
I,am engaged to dance the next quadrille with Her 
Majesty Queen Rosalba, and I hear the fiddles playing 

at this ifery •moment.’ ^ ^ & 

So Bulbo went back to the ball-roo/, and the wretched * 
Padella ate his solitary supper in silence amd tears. 

All was now joy in Eng, Giglio’s circld' Dancing, 
easting, fun, ilIummations,*and jollifications of all sorts * 

• • • * 
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'ensued. The people through whose villages they passed 
were ordered to illuminate their cottages at night, and 
i^scatter flowers on the roads during the day. They were 
requested, and I promise you they did notjike to refuse, 
to serve the troops liberally with eatables and Tvihe > 
besides, the army was enriched by the immense quantity 
of plunder %hich was found i;t}'King Padella’s camp, and 
taken from his soldiers ; who (^fter they had given up" 
everything) were allowed to fraternise with the con- 
querors ; and the united forces marched back by easy 
stages towards King Giglio’s capital, his royal banner 
and that of Queen Rosalba being carried in front of the 
troops. Hedzof! was made a Duke and a Field-Marshal. ’ 
^ Snsith and Jones were ;^romoted to be Earls ; the Grim 
Tartar Order of the Pumpkin and the Paflagonian 
decoration of the Cucumber were freely distributed by 
“ their Majesties to the army. Queen Rosalba^wore the 
Paflagonian Eibbon of the Cucumber across her riding- 
habit, whilst King GiglioT never appeared without the 
grand Cordon of the Pumpkin. How the people cheered 
them as they rode along si&e by side ! They aWere 
pronounced to be the handsomest couple ever ..,seen : 
that yy-as a matter of course ; but they really were very 
handsome, and, had^they -been otherwise, would have^ 
looked so, they were so happy! Their M^^^esties vjere 
neve-r separated during the whole day, but breakfasted, 

~ dined, and supped: together always, and rodec-side by 
side, interchanging elegant compliments, and indulging 
in the m^st delightful conversation. At night, Her 
Majesty’s ladies of honour (who had all rallied roundT her 
4he day after King Padella’s d^efeat) came and conducted 
her to^the apartments prefared fcTr her ; whilst King 
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Giglio, surrounded by bis gentlemen, withdrew to bis own 
quarters. It was agreed they; should be married 
as soon as they reached the capital, and ^orders were 
despatched tj^ the Archbishop of Blombodinga, to hold 
•hibiself in readiness to perform the interesting ceremony. 
Bake Hedzo^ carried the message, and gave instructions 
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to, have tl!e Eoyal Castle splendidly refurnished and 

pamted afresh. The Duke* seized Glumboso, the. :^x- 
nme Minister, and made him refun,^ that considerable’ 
sum of money which the old scoundrel had secreted ®ut 
of Die late King’s ^treasure. He also eloped Valoroso 
mt& prison (who, by the way, had been dethroned for 
some considerable period past), and whin the Ex. 
Monarch weakly rerftonstraftd, Hedzoff saij, ‘ A soldier. 
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sir, knows but his duty ; my orders are to lock you up 
along with the Ex^King Padella, whom I have brought 
hither a prisoner under guard/ So these two Ex-Eoyal 
personages were sent for a year to the Hou^p of Correction 
and thereafter were obliged to become monks of thor 
severest Order of Flagellants, in which state, by fasting, 
by vigils, fby flogging (whic^'they administered to one 
another, humbly but resolutely)^ no doubt they exhibited 
a repefitance for their past misdeeds, usurpations, and 
priv^'ite and public crimes. 

As for Glumbcso, that rogue was sent to the galleys, 
and never had an opportunity to steal any more. 
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• HO.W THEY ALL JOURNEYED BACIj; TO 
Tigtl CAPITAL 

" ^ 

The Fairy Blackstick, by whose means ^this young Sing 
and Queen had certainljr won their respective crowns 
back,* would come not unfrequently, to pay them a little 
visit — as they were riding in tieir triumphal progress 
towards Giglio’s capital — cliange her wand into a pony, 
and travel by their Mltjesties’ side, giving them the very 
best advice. I am^ iot sure that King Giglio did not 
think the Fairy and her advice rather a bore, fancying it 
was his e>wn valour and merits* which had put him on his 
throne, and conquered Padella : and, in fine, I fear he 
rather gave himself airs# towards his best .friend an’d 
patroness. She exhorted him to deal justly by his 
subjects, •fco draw mildly on the taxes, never to break his 
promise when he had once given it— and iu'iall respe^its to 
be ^a good King. * * * ^ 

‘ A good King, my dear Fairy ! ’ cries Rosalba. ‘ Of 
course l^e vail. Break his proiMse ! can you fancy my 
Giglio would ever do anything so improper, so unlike 
him ? No ! nei*er ! ’ And she looked fondly towards 
GigMo, whom she thought a pattern of perfection. 

‘ Why is Fairy Blackstick always advising me, and 
telling me how to manage »iy government,* and warninf 
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me to keep my word ? Does she suppose that I am not 
a man of sense, and a man of honour ! ’ asks Giglio testily. 

‘ Methinks she rather presumes upon her position.’ 

‘ Hush dear Giglio,’ says Eosalba. ‘ You know 
Blackstick has been very kind to us, and we mustriu^ 
ofiend her.’ But the Fairy was not listening to Gigjio’s 
testy observations, she had fajlen back, and was trotting 
on her pony now, by Master Bulbo’s side, who rode s> 
donke^^,*" and made himself gen^g-lly beloved in the army 
by Jiis cheerfulness, kindness, ^and good-humour to 
everybody. He was eager to see his darling Angelica. 
He thought there never was^such a charming being. 
Blackstick did not tell him it was the possession -of ther 
magic rose that made^ Angelica so lovely in his eyes. 
She brought him the very b^st accounts of his little wife, 
whose misfortunes and humiliations had indeed very 
greatly improved her ; and, you ''see, she could whisk 
“off on her wand a hundred miles in a minute, and be 
back in no time, and so carry polite messages from Bulbo 
to Angelica, and from Angelica to Bulbo, and comfort 
that young man upon his jourpey. 

When the royal party arrived at the last stage fefore 
you reach Blombodinga, who should be in waiting, in 
her carriage ,^Aere with her lady of honour by her side, 
but the PrinceSs Angelica ! She rushed into bf^r husband’s 
arms, scarcely stopping to make a passing curtsey to 
the iKing and Queen. fShe had no eyes but fm Bulbo, 
who appeared periectly lovely to her on account of the 
fairy ring which he wore ; whilst she herself, wearing the 
magic rosd in her bonnet, seemed entirely beautiful ta the 
enrapturedf Bulbo . 

A splendid luncheon was ^efved t^ the Eoyal party, of 
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which the Archbishop, the Chancellor, Duke Hedzofi, 
Countess Grufenufi, and all our friends partook, the 
ilFairy Blackstick being seated on the leff of King Giglio, 
with "Bulbo and Angelica beside her. You could hear 
th^ j 0 y-i)ells ringing in the capital, and the guns which 
the citizens were firing off in honour of their Majesties. 

‘ What can have induced tj^at hideous old Gruffanuff to 
dross herself up in such an aBsurd way 1 Did you ask 
her to be your bridesmai|l, my dear ? ’ says Giglip to 
Rosalba. ‘ What a figih^e of fun Gruff y is ! ’ 

Gruff y was seated opposite their Majesties, betw€^n 
the Archbishop and the T^ord Chancellor, and a figure 
of fun ishe certainly was, for she was dressed in a low 
white silk dress, with lace over, a^reath of white roses 
on her wig, a splendid lace ve^jl, and her yellow old necll 
was covered with diamclids. She ogled the King in such 
a manner that His Majesty burst out laughing. 

. ‘ Eleven o’clock ! ’ cries Giglio, as the great Cathedral ' 

bell of Blc^mbodinga tolled thatjiour. ‘ Gentlemen and 
ladies, we must be starting. Archbishop, you must be 
at church, I think, before tf^elve ? ’ 

‘ w? must be at church before twelve,’ sighs out 
Gruffanuff ’in a languishing voice, hiding her old face 
behind her fan. 

And theii I sh^l be the happiest Inan in my 
dominions,’ cries Giglio, with an elegant bow to th^ 
blushing |los»lba. S 

‘ Oh, my Giglio ! Oh, my dear M^esty ! ’ exclaims 
Gruffanuff ; ‘ andican it be that this happy moment at 

length has arrived ’ • 

‘ Of course it has arrived,’ says the King. ^ 

— ‘ And that I am a|)out t» become the enraptured bride ^ 
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of my adored Giglior! ’ continues GruSanuff. ‘ Lend ms 
a smelling-bottle, somebody. I certainly sbab faint- 
with joy.’ • ^ ^ 

‘ FoMiny bride ? ’ roars out Qiglio. 

‘ You marry my Prince ? ’ cried poor little Eosafbsv- 

‘■'Pooh ! Nonsense ! The woman’s mad ! ’ exelaims 
the Kipg. Apd all the courtiers exhibited by their 
countenances and expressions, marks of surprise, ' or 
ridimue, or incredulity, or wonder. 

» I should like to know who eSe is going to be married, 
if 1 am not ? shrieks out Gruff anuff. ‘ I should like to 
know if King Giglio is a gentleman, and if there is such 
a. thing as justice in Paflagonia ? Lord Chancelor ! my 
Lord Archbishop ! wi^.l your Lordships sit by and see a 
poor, fond, confiding, tender creature put upon ? Has 
aot^ Prince Giglio promised to fharry his Barbara ? Is 
lot this Giglio’s signature ? Does^'not this jfaper declarg 
;hat he is mine, and only mine ? ’ And she handed to- 
ils Grace the Archbishop the document which'the Prince 
signed that evening when she wore the magic ring, and 
liglio dr^nk so much chan^pagne. And the ol^ Arch- 
lishop, taking out his eye-glasses, read— ‘ “ This is to 
five, notice, that I, Giglio, only son of Saino,*king of 
Paflagonia, r- hereby promise to marry the chfl-rTr'i-n g 
Barbara Gris'elda, Countess Gruffanuff, and" widow gf the 
ate Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esq.’ 

H m, says 'fte ll&chbishop, ‘the dodUment is cer- 
ainly a — a document.’ 

‘ Phoo ! ’ ^ays the Lord Chancellor, ‘ the signature 
' Majesty s handwriting.’ Indeed, siilbe his 

tudies atfBosforo, Giglio had made an immense improve- 
lent in caligraphy. , 
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‘ Is it your handwriting, Giglio P' cries the Fairy 

f ackstick, with an awful severity of coun^tenance. 

‘ Y— y— -y— es,’ poor Giglio gasps out, ‘ I had quite 
forgotten the con|ounde^ • she can’t mean tq 

hol(iin!fe fey it. You old wretch, what will you take to 
let me*ofi ? Heljp the Queen, some one — Her Majesty 
has fainted.’ • 

‘ 0hop her head off ! ’ exclaim the impetu- 

‘ Smother the old witch if ous Hedzoff, tha 

' Pitch her into the rivel: ! ’ ardent Smith, and * 

j the faitjjiful Jones. 

But Gruffanuff flung her <^ms round the Archbishop’s 
neek, arM bellowed out, " Justice, justice, my Lord 
Chancellor ! ’ so loudly, that her piercing shrieks caused 
everybody to pause. xAs for .Jlosalba, she was borne 
away lifeless by her ladils ; and you may imagine the 
lojDk of agonY which Giglio cast towards that lovely 
»being, as his hope, his joy, his darling, his all in all, was 
thus removed, and in her place tlite horrid old Gruffanuff 
rushed up to his side, and once n?ore shrieked out, 

‘ Justice^ justice ! ’ • 

‘ Wo7t you take that sum of money which Glumboso 
hid 1 ’ says Giglio ; ‘ two hundred and eighteen thousand 
•millions, or thereabouts. It’s a handsome sum.’ * 

‘ I mil have 4hat and yo'u too ! ’ sa/s Grufianuff . 

‘ Let us throw the crown jewels into the bargain,’ gasps » 
out Giglio. ^ • 

M will wear them by my Giglio^ side ! ’ says 
Gruffanuff. • 

* ® 

‘ Will half, three-quarters, five-sixths, nineteen- 
twentieths, of my kingdom do, Countess?’ >sks the 
trembling monarch, f • • « 
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What were all Europe to me without you, my Gialio ? ’ 
cries Gruff, kissing his hand. ^ 

^ I won’t, I can’t, I shan’t, — I’ll resign the crown firstV’ ^ 
^houts Giglio, tearing away hi^ hand ; but Gruff clung 
to It. , ^ 

• I have a competency, my love,’ she says, ‘ and with 
thee apd a cottage thy Ba»bara will be happy.’ 

Giglio was half mad with rage by this time. ‘ I' will 
not„fnarry her,’ says he. ^^h. Fairy, Fairy, give me 
cpunsel ? And as he spoke 3e looked wildly round at 
severe fa^e of the Fairy Blackstick. 

Why is Fairy Blackst^k always advising me, and 
warning me to keep my word ? Does she suppose that 
I am not a man of honour ? ” ’ said the Fairy, quoting '' 
Giglio’s own haughty words. He quailed under the 
bnghtness of her eyes ; he felt^chat there was no escape 
for him from that awful inquisition. 

'W'cll, Archbishop,’ said he in a dreadful voice, that- 
made his Grace start, ‘-since this Fairy has le'd me to the 
height of happiness but to dash me down into the depths 
’ of despair, since I am to hse Rosalba, let me,at least 
keep ^ my honour. Get up, Countess, and ler us be 
married ; I can keep my word, but I can die”afterwards.’ 

‘ Oh, dear Giglio,’ cries Gruffanuff, skipping up, ‘ I - 
knew, I kne% I could trust you— f knew that my JPrince 
. was the soul of honotfr. Jump into your carriages, 
ladies and gentleme£' and let us go to cTnurch at once ; 
and a,s for dying, dear Giglio, no, no thou wilt forget 
that insignificant little chambermaid of a Queen — thou 
wilt live to be consoled by thy Barbara! She wishes to be 
a Queen,„a.nd not a Queen Dowager, my gracious Lord ! ’ 

And hanging upon poor -Giglio’ s^ arm, and leering and 
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grinning in his face in the most disgusting manner, this 
cld wretch tripped ofl[ in her white satin shoes, and 
jumpe^ into the very carriage which had been got ready 
to convey Giglio J|nd Resalba to church. The cannons 
roa»d* a*gain, the bells pealed triple-bobmajors, the 
people "‘came outi flinging flowers upon the path of the 
royal bride and bridegroom, Grufl looked out^ of the 
gilt coach window and bo we^ and grinned to them. P hoo ! 
the horrid old wretch 1 ^ 
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^XIX 

now we come *'3^ THE LAST SCENE 
e IN THE PANTOMIME 

r 

The many ups and downs o^- her life had given the Prin- 
cess Rosalba prodigious strength of mind, and th'at higSly 
^principled young woman presently recovered from her 
faintmg-fit, out of which «ry Blackstick, by a precious 
essence which the Fairy alwafs carried in her pocket 
awakened her. Instead of tearing her hair*, crying, and 
bemoaning herself, and fainting again, as many young' 
women would have doSe, Rosalba remembered that she 
^ owed an example of firmness to her subjects ; and though 
she loved Gigbo more thamher life, was determiped, as 
she told the Fairy, not to interfere between ^bim and 
justice, or to cause him to break his royal word 

*I cannfvt marry him,, but I shall love him always,’ ' 
says she to Rlackstick ; ‘ I will go and btf presenUt his 
.marriage with the Countess, and sign the book, and wish 
them happy with alPmy heart. I will lee, when I get 
,home, whether ! cannot make the new Queen some 
handsome ppiesents. The Grim Tart&y crown diamonds 
are uncommonly fine, and I shall never have anylise for 
them. I will live and die unmarried like Queen Elizabeth, 
and, of course, I shall lean’'^ my <H*own to Giglio when I 
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quit this world. Let us go and see" them married, my 

t ear Fairy, let me say one last farewell to him; and 
len, if you please, I will return to my own dominions.’ 

So Ihe Fairy kissed Ilosalba with peculiar tenderness, 
an^ai? cwice changed her wand into a very comfortable 
coach-and-four, with a steady coachman, and two 're- 
spectable footmen behind, and the Fairy apd Eosa,lba got 
into the coach, which Angelica and Bulbo entered after 
them. As for honest Bul5o, he was blubbering imthe 
most pathetic manner, ^quite overcome by Eosalba’s 
misfortune. She was touched by the hpnest fellow’s 
sympathy, promised to rej^ore to him the confiscated 
estates «f Duke Padella his father, and created him, as 
he sat there in the coach, Prince,’^ Highness, and First^ 
Grandee of the Crim Tartar Einpire. The coach moved 
on, and, being a fairy %oach, soon came up with the 
bridal procession. • * 

• Before the ceremony at church it was the custom in 
Paflagonia,* as it is in other countries, for the bride and 
bridegroom to sign the Contract of Marriage, which was 
to be witnessed by the Chancellor, Minister, Lord Mayor, " 
and principal officers of state. Now, as the royal palace 
was being jfainted and furnished anew, it was not ready 
• for the reception of the King and his bride, who proposed 
at first to take up their residence at the PrSice’s palace, 
that one which Valoroso occifpied when Angelica was^ 
born, and Jpefdire he usurped the throne. 

So the marriage party drove up to the palace : the 
dignitaries got out^ of their carriages and ;^tood aside : 
poor Eosalba stepped out of her coach, supported by 
Bulbo, and stood almost fainting up against tfee railings 
so as to have a last look of h^dear Giglio. • A« for Black- 


% 

i 




, . GBUFFY’S HUSBANB’S • i 

stick she, accordinf to her custom, had flown out of the 
coach window jp some inscrutable manner, and was no-q 
Standing at the palace door. | 

. Giglio'came up the steps with,his hojrible bride on his 
arm, looking as pale as if he was going to executteif. Jle 
only frowned at the Fairy Blackstick-hf was angiV with 
ner, and thought she came 40 insult his misery. 



^ Get out o-f the way, pray,’ says Grufiaiiufi haughtily 

. I wonder why you are always poking your nose into 
other people s ’ 

" ‘ >0^ determined to make this poor young man 

unhappy ? ^ays Blackstick. ^ 

‘ To marry him, yes ? What business is it of fours ? 
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^ Yon won’t take the money ke oSered you ? ’ 

' No.’ 

^ You :won’t let Mm ofi his bargain, tbougb you know 
you Sbeated Mm wben^ou made Mm sign the {)aper 1/ 
^ Impudence ! Policemen, remove tMs woman ! ’ 
cries • Gruff anuff. And the policemen were rusMng 
forward, but with a wave oi her wand the Fair^ struck 
th^m all like so many statues in their places. 

‘ You won’t take anytliJhg in exchange for your-bond, 
Mrs. Grufanufi,’ cries tlft Fairy, with awful severity. ‘ I 
speak for the last time.’ ^ ^ 

‘ No ! ’ shrieks Gruff ai^ff, stamping with her foot. 
^I’ll h«ve my husband, my husband, my husband ! ’ 

‘ You Shall have youe HusBAiiTD ! ’ the Fairy Black- 
stick cried ; and advancing a itep, laid her hand upon the 
nose of the Knockee. • 




• As she touched it, the brass nose seemed to elongate, "" 
the open ^outh opened still wider, and uttered a roar 
which made everybody start. The eyes rolled wildly ; 
the arjns and legs uncurled themselves, writhed about,'' 
and seemed to lengthen with each twist ; the knocker 
expanded Into a figure in yellow livery, six feet high ; 

• -the screws by which it was fixed to the d-^or unlo"osed 

* * A, 

thenjselves, und JeneuiJs GEUEFANtjFP once more trod 
the threshold ofit which he had been lifted more^than 
twenty y^ars^go ! ^ 

‘ Master’s not at home,’ says Jenkins, just in Ms old 
voice; and Mrs. •Jenkins, giving a dreadful fell 

dowiP in a fit^ in wMch nobody minded? her. 

For everybody wb§ shouting, ‘ Huzzay huzzay ! ’ 

‘ Hip, hip, hurray W ‘ LoiFg»live the King a-nd Queen ! * ' 


K.R. ^ K 
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• Were such tlungs ever seen ? ’ ‘No, never, never^ 
never ! ’ ‘ The Fairy Blackstiek for ever ! ’ | 

f£he bells were ringing double^ peals, the guns roaring 
and banging most prodigiously. Bulb^o was eipb;*'acing 
evejfybody ; the Lord Chancellor was flinging up his wig 
and shouting hke a mad^pan ; Hedzdfl had got the 
x4.rchbishop round the wd^ist, and they were dancing a 
jig joy ; and as for Gigl^, 1 leave you to imagine 
what he was doing, and if he kissed Rosalba once, twice — 
t^Tenty thousand times. I’m sure I don’t think he was 
wrong. 

bo Grufianuff opened the hall door with a low bifDw, juj^t 
as he had been accu^.omed to do, and they all went in 
and signed the book, and ^hen they went to church and 
were married, and the Fairy Bfcickstick sailed away on 
her^ cane, and was never more h^sd of in Paflagonia. 



NOTES AND -GLOSSARY 

NAMES OE CHARSfcTERS AND PLACES 

Many of these names explain themselves. Snch are Spinachi, 
Broccoli, Hogginarmo, Sleibootz, and Blunderbusco. Others 
are more difficult to understand, as some are pare Italian and 
three, at least, borrowed from t:j*^e Greek. 

^ulbo in Italian means a bulb. 

Giglio „ „ lily. 


Marmitonio 

Padella 

Eosalba 

•> 

Savio 

Valoroso 


a bulb, 
lily. 

a scullion, 
a frying-pan. 
pink-and-white. 


Squaretozo is mock Italian for Squaretoes. This was once a sort 
of slang term, meaning a prim, severe person. It may have arisen 
from the fact that during the Civil War the Cavaliers used to wear 
p<^inte(i^hoes adorned with ros^tes while the Puritaris affected 
plain, heavy foot-gear cut square at the toe. 

PLACE-NAl^ES 

Acr#eerauma Is a promontory at the end of a mountain chain 
between Epirus and Illyrica. The’name means the summit oL 
the thunderbolts^ I 

Bosforo *ii evidently suggested by the Bosporus at Constan- 
tinople. This is a Greek word meaning originally ‘ Ox-ford ’ ; sa 
Thackeray gives it to ^he university town to which Prince Giglio 
goes. ^ ^ ^ 

Crim iartary iS the old Russian name for the Crimean Peninsula. 

Paflagonia (e’.fi. Paphlag(^ia) was an ancient provinsoe of Asia 
Minor, on the shores of tl^ Blach?§ea. * 
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Poluphloisboio, loud-baring, an adjective used by the Greek 
poet Homer to describe the sea. 

Rimbombametito (Italian), a booming noise. 



P. 3, 1. 24, 
P. 4, l^'is. 
P. 9, 1. 4. 


?. 12 , 1 . 8 . 
P. 13, 1. 6. 
P. 29, 1. 9. 

P. 31, 1. 4. 


P. 31, 1. 5. 
-P. 33, 1. 15. 

P. 39, I. 10. 


P. 5S-, L 24. 
P. 57, 1. 32. 
P. 58, 1. 3. 


NOTES 

{In the oTdeT in whi^li the wovds (xppeoLf.) 

Nantz : brandy distilled at Nantes, in France. * 
Blank Verse : unrbyni^g verse. 

MangnalPs Questions : once-fainous book was 

Miss Richmal Mangnall 
(17o0)Prl820), who kept a girls’ school near Wakefield 
more than a hundred years ago. The Questions deal 
with an enormous variety of subjects, and it would have 
been a very clever child indeed who could^' answdT* 
them all corr^tly. 

necromancer ; a vizard or magician, 
incantations : spells cha:g)^ed or sung. 

sinecure : post the holder of which receives wages 
without having to do any w(3!rk. 

Linnseus : a Swedish physician and scientist, some- 
™|S)Called the ‘ Father of Modern Bota:^.’ (1707- 

entomology : the study of insects and their habits. 

detractors : slanderers, people who speak evil of 
others. ^ 

>. Tomaso Lorenzo : the name of the court painter of 
Grim Tartary is meant to suggest the great English 
e^rt painter, Sir Thomas Lawrence, President of the 
Rojjil Academy ^from 1820. to 1830. He painted' 
Kmg George III. and Queen Charlotte. 

. infatuation : a sudden and violent affection for anv- 
thmg or anybpdy. 

'rr?' a young gazelle : Bulbo is thinking of 

Tom Moore’s famous lines. 

A truer never did itself sustain I' 

r . . . Behold, I have a weapon ; <r 
A better never did itself sustain 
^ Upon a soldier’s thigh.^ 

^ Act V., Scene iii. 
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The poems of Tom Moore ar^d the plays of Shakes- 
peare seem to have been well known at the court of 

^ Grim Tartary. 

P. 62, 1. 8. autocrat : one who rules alone, and is responsible to 
“ no one. 

P. 83^1. ^8. Sauerkraut: (literally, sour cabbage) a favourite 
^ German dish, in which, among other ingredients, are 

shredded cabbage, juniper berries, cumin-seeds,'' and 
carra'ways. 

P.,86, L 6. precedence : the ord&r in which people are placed 
. according to their^ank. 

P. 87, 1. 28. Schools ; Thackr/ray uses this word, as it is iQed at 
Oxford and Canfbridgej to signify the halls in which 
the University examinations are held. 

P. 100, 1. 16. legitimist : one who upholds the "claim of^^a lawful 
monarch against arj upstart. 

P. 102, i. 11. Atavis edite regibus : ‘ 0, sprung from ancient kings.’ 

These words were addressed by the Roman poet ^ 
Horace to his friend and patron Maecenas, and ar-e 
to be found in the first-|me of his first Ode. 

P. 103, 1. 28. Mr. G. P. R. dhmes’s novels : this writer (1801-1860) 

• c(;j,mposedpicj5Uffesque and exv/iting historical romat-ices. 

'^P. 106, 1. 9. mighty armament : Prince Giglio is quoting, per- _ - 
haps unconsciously, a line from Sheridan’s CriUc. 

P, 108, 1. 12. imprecations : curses.') 

P. 109, 1. 1. amphitheatre : an oval or circular building, like the 
Colosseum at Rome, with tiers of seats rising one^ 

^ ^ above the other and a space, called the armcL, in the 
middle. 

P. Ill, I? 20? Wombwell’s or Astley’s : George Wombwell (1778- 
1850) started life as a shoemaker and ended as the 
proprietor of one of the largest and^^most fainous 
^ collections df wHd beasts in Europe i Philip Astley 

♦ (1742-1814) started a circus at Lambeth in 1770 which 
remained popular welPinto the nineteenth centur35'. 

In Pickens’s Old Curiosity^hop, Chapter XXXdX., 

0 *there is an amusing desmptioj^ of a visit paid to 
Astley’s by some of the characters in the story. 

P. 113, 1, 7. pursuivant : an attendant herald, one who follows 
^ (po-Mrsm^) a King-at-Arms. \ ' » 

P. 113, 1. 26. 6 Yes : oyez, the call of a public crier, to attract 
y attention. It^is the 2nd person plural oj the impera* 
tive mood of^the Ncsrman-French verb Oyer, to hear, is; 




P. 113, 


P. 12ir 
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1. 27. By these laresents : in the olden days a royal procla- 
^ ^^2^ a monarch or some other 

it heg&n with the words ‘ Bef 

It known to you by these presents,’ i.e. by what you^ 
ffSee written here. ^ 

semi-Iune, ^aracol r^^these three words 
are borrowed from the science of horsemansliip, md 
all three hap prptically the same meaniiL. A 
^ dem.i-voUe is the half -turn of a horsef with its foil-feet 
^ pawm^i the air; a semUune, a semi-circular movement, 
and a caracol the same. As a verb caracol has come!*to 
# mean to prance, or plur>^e. » 

: Page heading. The Mareh'^jp Saul:. The famous and 

nf ® y '5,'^“®^’*' “S'l'ch from the oratorio 

^ ot haul, composed by George .Frederick Handel in 1739 

,1.3. Sir 'Archibald Alison (1792-1867), historian, wrote' 
M°e^oflMbS‘*ugi;'^ 

■ 1. 3. aides-de-ca:^p : oiHcers who carry orders and mes- 
saps for a general on the battle-field; also, officers 
attached to the stag of a Viceroy, Governor-General, 
or Ueneral, 0 ’ 

' • f ^lang for food, or what 

school-boys of a later age would call ‘ tuck.’ ^ ‘ 

* 1 . members of a 

brotherhood who^hrashed themselves, or one another 
as a P®^anp either for their own misdeeds or for 
those of other people. 
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QUESTIONS AND EXEECISES* 


to mention the 


1. Who is the first chj|j€cter in this story 

' magic Bose and Ring ? * • 

2. Write an essay on Fairy Godmothers, Good and ]^d. * 

3. Bo you know of any other knocker which Sgures in a famous 

Christmas story ? § 

4. ''(^rite an essay on Lions, introducing at least one of the 

following characters: Richard Coeur lie Lion, Una, Androclea, 
Daniel. • 

5. Look at the feet of t]jp little\eggar-giri on page 23, and then 

at the same little girl in t® next picture, and say what the artist 
has forgottei^ to draw in<ilf^ first one. • . * 

* S. Bo you know to what ‘ Bear ’ Angelica refers on page 30 ? ^ 
Have you heard it called by any other name or names ? ^ 

7. WhA do you think was the cSlour of Buibo’s magic rose ? 

8. Is Crim Tartary (see Glossary) o» the Bed or the Black 

Sea ? ' 

• ^ave you heard of any other magic rings ? B^ you know 
anything about King Gyges’ ring, or the ring with the jewel of three 
flours m the old fable of Reynai ’ ' ’ 


colours m the old fable of Reynard the Fox ? 

lO. Bead page 49, and write a short essay on l^d Manners at 
’ the Court of Paflagoni% - 0 


f 


li^Can yoif think of any/airy-tale in which one of the charac- 
ters is a wood-cutter ? • • 


12. Try to 1j|*anslate the Latin insopiption on the coin sl»own 
upon page* 81, comparing it with that bn aiyEnglish penny. ^ 

13. If you had a magic bag like Giglio’s, and you happened J;o 
be hungry, would yc^ choose pale ale and cold plum-pudding with 
which^to refresh yourself ? If not, what would j^u choose ? 

14. ;Pretend*that yon are Prince Giglio, competing for the Spell- 
ing Prize at the Universi^ of Bosforo, and write such an essay as 
you think Ae might have writ|en on the Importance of Correc|p 
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many as possible of the difficult words 
which you have learned while reading this story. 

15. You know tiiat tiie Fairy Flackstick belipvpf? < q Jf 

+w know of any example in history, shbwinf? 

traubfes^'®°'‘ aperies of 

;.s °' “• “ 

being ja,d outside the door of Vftoroso’s old m afe* and the 
Gt&nuffs. ^°flWlaotoick,^nd '’tS two 
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